liews 


Films - Interv 


ive 


its on what 


m 


De | 


Hippy Skills - Masculinity Test - Finding Love 


PLUS Buses - Offens 


‘Se tae a < LO pedi 
1 ot 


Y) 


6 


| 


N 


For back issues and merchandise visit our website at 


or send cheques payable to AM! O¥ Fevers! to PO Box 487, Norwich, NR5 8WE 


Page 10, 


Buses 
Issue 14 <= pe 


Wow ax Sever 


“Faeces in Paper Form’ 


Features 


6 Interview with Andy Croft 


The radical poet talks of the importance and relevance 


of poetry today. 
Championed by environmentalists, but then again, so is ’ ae Finding 


the Green Party. Buses are evil. 


12 Hippy Skills 


Skills, do hippies have any? 


15 Masculinity Test 


Vintage quiz. People were funny (and stupid) in the 


olden days. River Dam 
18 Finding Love 1 

Can our writer find a meaningful relationship or will he /' 2 

have to settle for fleeting fumbles with hairy truckers? | 
20 Xingu River Dam / VY 


The latest environmental and social threat to the 
Amazon. \ my f 
24 Extreme Pornography 


Is your porn stash about to be outlawed? 


Page 28, 
ee Peak oil & 
28 Transition Towns Transition 
Liberal bollocks, or glimpse of a future anarchist socie- eee 
ty? 
e e 
31 Offensive Films Also in this Issue 
Controversial, depraved... mostly just wrong. 5 Beat the Credit Crunch 


9  Vacuous Celebrities 


14 Benefits Clampdown 
22 ~Feudalism in the UK 
23 The Cuban Revolution 
27 Derek Cohen Interview 
30 Data Centres 

35 Gary Glitter Interview 
36 Adrian Ramsay 

37 Hairy Jim 


o y 
Page 31, 38 Reviews 
Thg Most 

* Offensive Films 


of All Time 


= 


Editorial 


The world is falling apart, both environmental- 
._ ly and economically. You can bet your bottom 


dollar (and you may actually be down to your 
bottom dollar) that the poor are the ones that 


will bear the brunt. That said, the Queen bless 


her soul, has also felt the pinch of rising costs. 
Her Majesty has approached the government 
for an increase in Civil List funding. Must be 
terrible having to maintain all those castles. 
The world is shit, but as we like to say, “nev- 
ermind, just read our magazine!” 


On a brighter note, we would like to congratulate Adrian Ramsay on becoming 
Deputy Leader of the Green Party. Despite the extra responsibilities, he still 
finds time to write his regular column for few or Hever, Besides harbouring 
genocidal aspirations, he’s a politician we can have faith in. 
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Sales 


Sell faw ar Pevert in the street, at demos, to 
your friends and workmates and earn your- 
self some extra cash. Perhaps you have a 
shop or a stall? For 8 copies of the current 
issue send us £12 (cheques payable to “few 
a7 ever’). Other quantities available. 


Contact: sales@nowornever.org.uk 


Write For Us 
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Beat The 


Avid reader Nellie noticed that we had a glut of 
money saving advice articles last issue and 
thought she’d write in with some tips of her 


Own... 


Why buy a washing machine 
when you can do all your wash- 
ing in the work sink! If anyone 

asks why your washing is drying in the 

office space just tell them it was raining 
when you came to work. 


Get yourself a pair of magnetic 
2 boots, that way if there is any 

loose change lying about you 
are sure to pick it up. 


Too much time spent in IT can 
3 leave a guy looking pasty and 

nerdy, but if he’s a demon 
at fixing computers he could 
save you a fortune when your 
computer breaks down. Date 
him in the dark you’ll never 


notice the spots. 


N 
z 
[ 
1} 


self a nice big bag and brazen it out. 
Be prudent with your acquisitions and 
only take what you can carry. 


Apply for teaching jobs, attend 

the interviews; they give you a 

day off work, travel and 

expenses. Tell them you favour smack- 
ing, they’Il curtail the questions. 


Make new friends. 
Have lots of birthdays, 
one is just not enough, 
after all the Queen has two. 

This means you get lots of 
presents and possibly time 

in the pub with free 
drinks. 


Install a water meter 
then wee on your 
compost 
heap, this saves 
your water bill 
and puts lots of 
free nitrogen back into 
the soil 


Go to a swim- 
ming pool, 
check for peo- 

ple your size, watch what 
clothes they put in their 
lockers, break in and steal 
them. 


Steal toilet paper, 
especially those big rolls - 
they last for ages. Get your- 


Join a golf club, send your kids 
to collect lost balls, give them a 
quick scrub in the sink, write 
“Tiger” on them, sell them back to the 
golf pro. 


Cut your electric bill by work- 

ing the night shift. While other 

people are buying energy sav- 
ing light bulbs your employer will be 
paying to light up your dark. Get your- 
self a job as a security guard and then 
you won’t even miss switching the TV 
on. 


Save on food costs, visit lots of 
supermarkets, look for the free 
food promotions, try to dine out 
on these at least once a week. 


Don’t pay for newspapers, read 
them in the library, cut out the 
coupons too and then leave 
them so that other readers can see what 
bargains they missed. 


Get a salaried job, have lots of 

relatives, tell people they just 

died, take time off for the 
funeral and spend it with your feet up. 
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Interview 


Andy Croft 


Ann Arch talks to the radical poet, publisher and activist 


Andy, you’re a successful published 
author and poet, which piece of writ- 
ing are you proudest of producing? 


At Smokestack I am really proud to have 
been able to publish poets like Martin 
Espada, Nikola Vaptsarov, Alison Fell, 
Katrina Porteous and Sebastian Barker. 
These are major writers by any standard. Of 
Smokestack’s individual titles, I think I am 
probably most proud of the book-length 
poems, notably Malcolm Povey’s 
Sedgemoor, Abigail Zammit’s Voices from 
the Land of Trees, Ellen Phethean’s Wall, 
Alan Dent’s Town and John Goodby’s new 
translation of Heine’s Deutschland. I am 
currently working on an anthology of poet- 
ry from the new South Africa and a book of 
Bolivarian poetry from contemporary 
Venezuela. 


Of my own work, I suppose I would pick 
Comrade Heart (a biography of the long- 
lost English Communist poet Randall 
Swingler) and Ghost Writer (a comic novel 
in Pushkin sonnets). But of course, the 
book I am most excited about is always the 
next one - Sticky (due out from Flambard 
next Spring). 


Would you describe yourself as a 
socialist and if so what does it mean 
to you? 


I was a member of the Communist Party 
until its demise in 1991. In a sense, all my 
writing since then has been a kind of hold- 
ing operation, holding the fort, trying to 
stop the sand blowing over the remains of 
the native, English, radical poetic tradition, 
until a younger generation can rediscover 
the necessity of revolution. So my political 
energies are now channelled almost entirely 
into cultural projects — writing, editing, 
teaching, reviewing and publishing. 


Do you feel writing is your form of 
political action? 


On the whole, my poetry is metrically- 
exact, obsessively rhyming, comic verse in 
traditional English forms. Not an obvious 
form of political action. But writing — espe- 
cially poetry — allows me to say things that 
I cannot say in any other way. The other 
things I do - working in schools, prisons, 
Smokestack - are simply ways of extending 
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the conversation. 


Smokestack describes itself as championing 
poets who are unfashionable, radical or left- 
field and who are working a long way from 
the metropolitan centres of cultural authori- 
ty. Smokestack is interested in the World as 
well as the Word; believes that poetry is a 
part of and not apart from society; argues 
that if poetry does not belong to everyone it 
is not poetry. 


Has politics always affected your 
writing and if so how? 


The first poem I ever had published — at the 
age of eleven in the local newspaper — was 
a solemn little acrostic about the war in 
Biafra (‘B for Biafra where there’s blood- 
shed everywhere...’). I grew up in a deter- 
minedly non-political, Methodist family. 
Although I left that world a long time ago, 
my thinking is unavoidably shaped by part 
of its moral vocabulary — the need to bear 
witness, to testify on behalf of the speech- 
less against the Pharisees, the powerful, the 
hypocrites and the liars. 


through, so they can access their experi- 
ences in their own words. For many years I 
edited a weekly column of readers’ poems 
in Middlesbrough’s local paper, the 
Evening Gazette. In the 1990s I helped run 
a community-writing festival on Teesside 
for a decade, set up a local small-press, 
Mudfog Books, and have worked with 
recovering drug-addicts, children with 
behavourial difficulties, special needs etc. 


You seem to want to make writing 
more accessible to the public and you 
often work with young people. Why 
do you think writing is important? 


Poetry has only been written down in the 
last few hundred years. For most of human 
history it was mostly anonymous, public 
and shared, passed on and learned and 
changed and passed on again. Rhythm, 
metre and rhyme help listeners to memorise 
a poem and to be simultaneously the cre- 
ators of its common music. It is only with 
the recent emergence of mass-literate soci- 
eties in the West that art has become identi- 
fied with the private expression in books of 
individual feeling. The power of all art is 


“Poetry has only been written down in the last few hun- 


dred years. For most of human history it was mostly 
anonymous, public and shared, passed on and learned 
and changed and passed on again”. 


Can you tell us about some of the 
ways you promote writing and why 
you think it’s important to do so? 


Language belongs to everyone. Writing — in 
the sense of the composition of memorable 
language to record events that need remem- 
bering - used to be a shared, collective, 
public activity. It is only in mass-literate 
societies that poetry becomes privatised, a 
personalised form of individual expression 
rather a means of public communication. 
And of course, mass-literacy requires polic- 
ing by the game-keepers on the wooded 
slopes of Mount Parnassus, armed with 
grammatical rules, unified spelling, critical 
standards, and a canonical tradition against 
a Mass Trespass. 


Much of my time is therefore spent trying 
to hold open doors for other people to step 


still located in society - in the audience and 
not in the artist. Kids somehow know this. 
It informs the rejection of the world of 
books as ‘posh’. Young Offenders who 
improvise rap at the windows understand 
that you don’t have to be able to write in 
order to write. You certainly don’t have to 
be ‘good at English’ to write poetry. 


My feeling is that mass-literacy was a brief 
period in human history. The dream of mass 
literacy was a twentieth-century aspiration, 
connected with ideas of social justice, eco- 
nomic progress and scientific control over 
nature. The UK was the world’s first mass- 
literate society - and yet most of us on this 
island were not even functionally literate 
before the 1870 education reforms. That’s 
only 140 years ago. Even today, most of 
our neighbours on this planet are 

not able to read or write. Today, 

the globalised economy does not 


require the world’s poor to read. 


Dependence on communications-technolo- 
gy in the wealthy societies is rapidly reduc- 
ing the economic importance of literacy 
(consider how e-mails and more especially 
texting are already corrupting punctuation, 
capitalisation and grammar). In other 
words, literacy suddenly does not seem so 
important. 


And yet the need to express ourselves in the 
best words we can think of is a common 
human need. Not many children are wholly 
excluded from language. Most are fluent 
speakers of at least one register, which they 
can employ with subtlety and vivid power. 
English poetry, of course, chose a long time 
ago to exclude itself from the common 
music of common speech. But to describe 
those who find contemporary poetry unex- 
citing, obscure and meaningless as ‘exclud- 
ed’ is like that legendary headline in The 
Times, ‘Fog in the Channel : Europe Cut 
Off’. 


Can you tell us about what it means 
to be a writer-in-residence and how 
you became the writer-in-residence 
at HMP Holme House in Stockton? 


I have worked in several prisons — Durham, 
Frankland, Low Newton, and was for 
almost four years at HMP Holme House. 
It’s an easy thing to say, but working in 
prison is an endlessly humbling experience. 
For all the frustrations of working in prison, 
it was only ever a privilege to be able to 
work with so many interesting people and 
so many talented writers, to have the satis- 
faction of helping many of them into print. 
While I was there I helped to publish 21 
pamphlets written by inmates, 27 issues of 
the prison’s monthly magazine, 6 illustrated 
books for children; several of the lads won 
Koestler Awards for writing (including two 
national first-prizes). At the end of the proj- 
ect I edited a book of poems and stories 
from Holme House, Holme and Away (Bar 
None Books). 


The experience confirmed two long-held 
beliefs about the value of writing. First, that 
writing - specifically poetry - is a necessity, 
a natural and important activity for most 
people, not an exotic or class-specific 
leisure pursuit. Poetry plays a significant 
role in prison life. It is a form of release in 
an emotionally-strained environment, a 
means of clarification and self-justification 
and a kind of public confessional. Poems 
are learned by heart, copied, passed around 
and sent out in letters to wives and girl- 
friends. Poetry and poets (like inmates who 
can draw) enjoy a special status inside. It’s 
even a form of currency (especially around 
Valentine’s Day and Mother’s Day). 
Second, that writing can be part of a 
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redemptive process of reflection and 
change. As one lad once put it, ‘when you 
start to write you have to think a bit; when 
you start to think a bit you end up thinking 
a lot; when you think a lot, you start to ask 
questions; when you ask questions of your- 
self you start to change yourself; when you 
ask questions of the world you want to 
change the world’. 


You have written several books of 
poetry and compiled an anthology of 
socialist poetry — do you think there 
is a wide interest in poetry or do you 
feel you’re writing for a niche mar- 
ket? 


Over the last five hundred years, poetry has 
lost many of its historic functions. 
Character has fled to the novel, dialogue to 
the stage, persuasion to advertising and 
spin, action to cinema, comedy to televi- 
sion. However, the shared, public music of 
mean language and common experience 
remains its greatest asset - the power to 
communicate, universalise and shape a 
common human identity (what Tom 
McGrath called the way in which ‘language 
socialises the unknown’). The idea that 
poetry is a publicly-owned, shared and 
common language persists at a subterranean 
level within British culture. Adrian Mitchell 
once said that ‘most people ignore most 
poetry because most poetry ignores most 
people’ — I would say that ‘most people 
enjoy poetry despite the fact that so much 
contemporary poetry ignores most people’. 


What would you argue is the most 
important theme for writing to 
explore? 


The possibilities — and the limits — of being 
human in your time and place. 


Lastly is there any advice regarding 
politics or writing that you want to 
pass on to our readers? 


Writing is ordinary. Poetry is especially 
ordinary. It arises out of the contradictions 
and consolations of a whole life, which 
necessarily includes the expectations and 
frustrations of political change and resist- 
ance. Poetry is a Republic, not a 
Meritocracy of the lucky or the talented. It 
requires the proper humility necessary for 
any art. As the poet Randall Swingler once 
put it: 


‘The artist is not a special sort of being, 
inhabiting a rarefied atmosphere beyond the 
exigencies of common life. Rather it lies in 
his essence to have more than usual in com- 
mon with the generality of men.’ 


Form 

By Andy Croft 

Induction, first thing Monday morning. 
The library’s full of spaced-out lads, 

Hung-over, rattling, bruised and yawning, 
Exploring life outside their pads. 

Their first long Monday back in gaol, 
Most look as if they haven’t slept; 


There’s always one though, without fail, 
Will ask me where the poetry’s kept. 


He knows that he must write a letter 
Explaining what went wrong this time, 
And somehow thinks regret sounds better 
Expressed in someone else’s rhyme; 
Though why should anyone suppose 
That poetry makes the best excuses, 
I can’t imagine — still, it shows 
That even poets have their uses. 


He skips the modern stuff of course - 
Too personal, hard work, unclear; 
The awkward syntax of remorse 
Needs more if it’s to sound sincere - 
A common music whose appeal 
Is that it speaks for everyone, 
The patterned language of the real 
That’s usually written by Anon. 


Chaotic lives require some form, 
And in the middle of the night 
The fires that keep all humans warm 
Need more than words to stay alight. 
But who can tell the reason why 
A promise made so many times 
It’s polished as a well worn lie 
Sounds more convincing when it rhymes? 


READERS’ 
COMPETITION 


We have six poetry books up SOME 
for grabs, courtesy of 
Smokestack Books 
(www.smokestack- 
books.co.uk). For your 
chance to win, tell us which socialist poet 
wrote ‘Ode to the West Wind’. Text ‘Poetry 
Comp’, followed by your answer and name 
and address to: 07528 655941. 


NAN 


THEY SEEK HIM here, they seek him 
there... because his crimes against fashion 
verge upon the genocidal. 


I like to think of myself as a relatively 
calm and unruffled sort of person. There 
are few things in this life which make me 
want to cave people’s faces in with fire 
extinguishers these days. But if there’s 
one thing, other than a family wedding, 
which utterly fills me with a dark and 
midnight hatred of a sort which might 
scare the willies out of Darth Vader, that 
thing must be the world of high fashion. 


I guess it’s no crime to 
want to look good. Not a 


crime exactly, it is however 
one of the seven deadly sins 


I think the image which sums up the 
frankly Lovecraftian horror of it all must 
be Donatella Versace’s face. The woman 
is a thing of nightmares. One is forced 
into Lovecraftian idiom to describe her - 
words like ‘unmentionable’ and ‘inde- 
scribable’ creep into the mind, as if no 
mere adjective is up to the horrible, horri- 
ble job. Eventually one must take a break 
and indulge himself in fifteen minutes of 
deathmatch wrestling onYouTube to 
assuage the desire to stalk around 

London Fashion Week armed with a high 
powered hunting rifle, pumping round 
after armour piercing round into the cata- 
logue models and hangers on until taken 
out by a SWAT team like an innocent 
Brazilian. 


Sorry, sorry... This is supposed to be 
objective, | know. But it’s hard... One 
- of the things I’ve started doing 
recently, which | never imagined 
myself doing, is watching / 
‘America’s Next Top 
Megalomaniac’; I’ve been trying to 
find something nice to say about it, 
to please my boyfriend if nothing 
else, and I’m finding it horribly diffi- 
cult. As a gay man I am supposed to 
have some kind of affinity for this 
stuff, but | don’t. It appalls me on a 
deep and fundamental level. | was watch- 
ing it the other night - research for this 
you might say - when | heard one of 
them say something along the lines of 
‘everybody look at me - this is my signa- 
ture walk; this is what’s going to make 
me famous.’ I shit you not. Excuse me 


while I swallow the vomit again - I’m no 
bulemic. And all without the merest wisp 
of irony. She really believed it. And that’s 
what appalled me the most. 


I sat and thought about it for a while; 
really tried to nail down what it was that 
was bothering me. Finally it hit me - they 
thought that physical characteristics were 
the same as personality, and they all 
talked about themselves in the third per- 
son like schizophrenics, although the 
effects of malnutrition cannot be dis- 
counted of course and are probably a 
more likely cause. They had clearly 
failed to notice the fact that they were 
vacuous, talentless slags. It is not a talent 
to be born pretty. It is an act 
of freakish luck. 


By this point, | was 
supposed to be talking 
about the pro’s (insert 
your own joke here) 
but I honestly can’t 
think of anything 
nice to say at all. 
Bittersweet 
becomes merely 
bitter. I can’t help 
it. | have a 19” 
neck and last 
time | went 

into Prada 
they 


‘ 


openly mocked me. 


I guess it’s no crime to want to look 
good. Not a crime exactly, as under UK 
law one would-find it hard to know how 
to prosecute. It is however one of the 
seven deadly sins; that of Pride, and the 
Lord will prosecute, if Christian Voice 
are to be believed. Pride is associated 
with Lucifer, brightest and best of all the 
angels, and we all know what happened 
to him. Remember, there is no legal rep- 
resentation in heaven bubba. Not any 
more. So watch out, dress drably, and 
thank your lucky stars for the selfless lit- 
tle Chinese children who work for 
Primark. PAUL KNIGHT 
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THE BUS 


IS NOT 


YOUR FRIEND 


he other day I wasn’t allowed to 

get on the bus ‘cos I had a surf- 

board. The bus driver told me it 

would get in the way of the other 
passengers, even though there was no one 
else on the bus. This kind of thing happens 
to people all the time. Every day innocent 
people are suffering at the hands of power 
tripping bus drivers. People need to stand up 
and take the streets back from the buses. As 
I watched that bus recede into the distance I 
swore that from then on me and buses 
would be enemies for life. 


There are a few bus drivers who are cool 
(one asked me where I lived then went way 
off his route to drop me at my doorstep) but 
the majority are not (like the ones who say 
they don’t have any change and make you 
walk home), and it’s for sure that the fuck- 
ers who own bus companies are evil baby 
torturing sadists and they don’t deserve your 
cash. They force you to chase them like 
fools, there’s none for hours then three turn 
up at once and they make you pay twice 
when you need to change in the city centre. 
The buses need to be punished. 


Environmentalists are always encouraging 
people to use the bus. But the fact is, at the 
end of the day they’re just like fucking mas- 
sive cars and environmentalists are blind 
deluded fools. They’re empty half the time 
and they chuck out tonnes of emissions. 
While hippies suck the cock of public trans- 
port, buses are killing our world. 


And they cost too much. Bus lovers say 
they’re a good deal for people low on funds, 
but when was the last time one of these bus- 
o-philes actually used public transport? As 
soon as you get near a bus it’s plain to see 
that they’re all run by greed junkies at 
jacked up prices. Watching those grinning 
bus people stuffing their swollen money 
sacks full of our cash is sickening. 


Part of the reason for modern day evil buses 
stems from ‘Maggie the Twat’ deregulating 
all bus services outside of London in 1986. 


= 


Friend of environmentalists, enemy of Wil 


Crisp - Buses get a long overdue dressing 


down 


This led to bus companies taking each other 
on in ruthless ‘bus wars’ where the casual- 
ties were often innocent members of the 
public. 


The new legislation meant the buses were 
free to take over each other’s patches, and to 
do whatever it took to protect their own 
routes. 


When a bus war erupts the rulebook goes 
out the window and the warring companies 
both fuck the passengers, other road users 
and the environment. It’s not uncommon for 
buses to cut each other up, break the speed 
limit, go through red lights, and to run 
untimetabled ‘phantom buses’ in an attempt 
to scoop up all of the passengers from the 
stops ahead of a competitor’s bus. 


Drivers are often given cash incentives to 
encourage them to pick up more passengers. 
This has lead to bus drivers intimidating 
other passengers and drivers, and missing 
out bus stops with low numbers of passen- 
gers. 


There’s no doubt that bus wars are bad for 
the public, but the raw deal for public trans- 
port users doesn’t stop after the war is over. 
Once one company has driven the competi- 
tion out of town (by being more ruthless, 
cunning and corner cutting) the victor usual- 
ly jacks up his prices leaving the poor fuck- 
ers at the bus stop with the choice of pay-up 
or walk-up (the-hill-to-work-in-the-rain). 


Buses are not your friends; in fact they’re 
out to get you. 


; W. “Need more proof that buses are evil? Check out this footage of one hunting down and attempting to murder an inno- 
Time aster cent child (don’t worry gentle reader, he’s fine....): http://news.bbe.co.uk/1/hi/7598674.stm : 
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HISTORY 


OF EVIL BUSES 
1920s-Now 


Buses kill children: School buses breath 
their heavy metal breath of death into chil- 
dren’s lungs every day, plus occasionally 
run them over. Lung disease, asthma, etc... 
etc... say ‘thank you’ to the bus driver. 


1925 


A bus tortured Freda: Mustached Cuban 
artist and communist sympathiser, Freda 
Kahlo, got impaled on a hand rail when her 
bus crashed. It pierced her abdomen and 
uterus causing her life long suffering, lead- 
ing to 32 operations, getting stretched on a 
rack and it meant she had to wear freakish 
corsets. 


1955 


Blake vs Parks: Famous bad-man bus 
driver, James F. Blake, wouldn’t let Rosa 
Parks sit where she wanted, then got her 
arrested. What a bastard. When talking 
about it later he said, ‘That dang bus was 
full and she wouldn’t move to the back.’ 
This was the second time Rosa had met 
James Blake. Their first meeting was in 
1948 when Rosa entered his bus through 
the wrong door. Blake told her to get off 
and re-enter through the correct one, but 
when she dismounted he just drove off! 


1986 


A bus killed Cliff: Metallica’s tour bus 
killed bassist, Cliff Burton, when it skidded 
and flipped over in Sweden. He was thrown 
out of the window, then the bus landed on 
him squashing him flat. When the bus was 
being lifted off him the winch snapped and 
the bus crushed him a second time. 


2006 


Buses cause chaos in Manchester: 
Warring Manchester bus companies, UK 
North and Stagecoach, battle each other for 
punters at bus stops causing gridlock in the 
city centre. Crippling jams force people to 
abandon their cars and walk around and 
stuff. Grumpy Mancs cause mayhem, pol- 
lution and bus-on-bus violence. 
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Much of modern life is blighted by bohemian types attempting 
to amaze us with ridiculous displays of their “skills”. Wil Crisp 
has devised a method of rehabilitating these urban clowns into 


useful members of society 


GETTING ILL 
WITH HIPPY 
SKILLS 


SOCIETY’S SICKNESS HAS a new 
symptom and its name is poi. People 
are now living in such an idle, luxurious 
and aimless style that they put hundreds 
of hours of their time and giga-calories 
of their energy into complex and daz- 
zling displays of pointlessness. 


Once was a time that men wielding 
staffs or crystal balls were confined to 
freak shows, drumming circles, and fan- 
tasy role play societies. But that time is 
over. Go to any beach, park or rave and 
its impossible to avoid people brandish- 
ing mystical orbs, devil sticks, fire poi 
or LED nunchucks. 


It’s everywhere; the other day I saw 
someone doing poi in the highstreet. 
Hippyness boldly flying in the face of 
commercialism; penetrating the symbol- 
ic heartland of capitalism. Recently at 
my local biker festival in amongst the 
burnouts, drinking competitions and tat- 
toos there was the world premiere of 
The Fire Skipping Rope. As I watched 
the group of five or six ‘fire spinners’ 
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romping in the flames it dawned on me 
that a hippy skills revolution is taking 
place in Britain. 


Every day there are more spinners and 
jugglers. But why do people do it? 
Who’s responsible for this dammit!? 


THE RISE OF 
HIPPY SKILLS 


THE MAJORITY OF the 
spinning/throwing activities that you 
see children of Gaia 
engaging in have been 
appropriated from Eastern 
and Australasian countries 
(by hippies on holiday). In 
their original cultural con- 
texts they usually serve 
important functions and 
develop skills essential for 
their way of life. 
Transplanted into the West 
practicing these skills is idi- 
otic. 


Poi, for instance, comes from 
Maori cultures where it was 
practiced as an exercise to 
develop muscles and tech- 


Unicorns do 
not exist, sadly 
jugglers do 


Don’t mess with 
me, | have 
HIPPY SKILLS 


niques 
used in 
fighting. 
The Maori’s 
often went into battle 
wielding especially 
spinny-whirly 
weapons called patu. 
People just don’t fight 
like that over here; it 
would make more for 
sense if hippies were 
practicing bottling peo- 
ple or waving around bar 
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stools. 


Staff spinning has its origins in 
Polynesian fire dancing and Asian mar- 
tial arts, most famously China’s Shaolin 
Kung Fu. It was probably first exposed 
to the hippy, neo-raver crowd through 
performances at the Burning Man 
Festival. Children’s cartoons of the late 
eighties and early nineties also promot- 
ed staff skills; with stick wielding role 
models including the thinking man’s 
Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtle; Donatello 
and the compassionate Thunder Cat; 
Cheetara. 


A staff maybe an essential tool in bat- 
tling Krang’s evil foot soldiers or fight- 
ing the demonic Mumra, but in a non- 
cartoon situation they’re far less useful. 


Contact juggling (where you roll crys- 
tal-ball-style ‘acrylics’ around your 
body) is a bemusing and bizarre pas- 
time whatever context you put it in. 


people who waste their time developing 
these useless skills. People try to justify 
it, saying it improves dexterity, but 
there are far more effective and produc- 
tive ways to become dexterous. 
Imagine what would happen if your 
average fire spinner spent their ‘spin- 
ning’ time weaving crab pots, playing 
the piano or tickling trout. 


People say it’s just as harmless and 
pointless as playing a video game, but 
that’s not true. The things I learnt from 
Sonic the Hedgehog, Mario and Alex 
Kidd could never be learnt from what is 
basically a sock with a tennis ball in it! 
Video games teach us about the system 
we live in, morality, and to never play 
paper/scissors/stone against someone 
with a hand for a face. The only thing 
you can learn from a fire staff is not to 
wear flammable clothing whilst playing 
with your fire staff. 


Others may compare it to 
football and say it is just as 
foolish as kicking a ball 
around for 90 minutes. Yeah, 
football is pretty pointless and 


involves morons getting 2 


buckets of cash, but least 
football has winners and 
losers. In hippy skills, 
where the only purpose 
is to look kind of spiritu- 
al and wave your arms 
about, there are just los- 
ers. 


Poi: 

Poi skills are exceptionally useless but 
poi-ists could form small groups and do 
good in the community if they went 
around tying people’s wet clothes to 
pieces of string, then whirling them 
around their heads. Tumble driers use 
tons of electricity, and these ‘human 
tumble driers’ could definitely make a 
difference. 


Contact juggling: 
Contact jugglers could excel at picking 
spherical fruit. 


Staff: 


People with staff skills could work 
together in scaffolding teams. Their 
skill in catching and throwing poles 
would mean they’d be able to erect 
structures faster than normal scaffold- 
ers. 


_ Picking fruit is so 
much easier now that 
| use HIPPY SKILLS 


The man to blame for this hippy skill is 
Michael Moschen. He kicked the whole 
thing off with a juggling show in the 
80s where he never actually let go of 
any of the balls. Sounds rubbish, right? 
But a couple of people thought it was 
way cool. The scene only really explod- 
ed, though, after the release of the film 
Labyrinth where David Bowie messes 
around with mystical orbs as he tries to 
steal a baby. You would have thought 
the association with baby stealing 
would have damaged contact juggling’s 
popularity. No. 


HOW TO 
CURE YOUR 
HIPPY 
ADDICTION 


A MASS REHABILITATION of fire 
spinners, poi whirlers, and contact jug- 
glers needs to take place. We have to 
take the essentially pointless hippy 
skills these people have developed and 
to apply them to good use. 


LED nunchucks: 


These, whilst being less stealthy, are 
very similar to proper nunchucks. The 
person who has developed this hippy 
skill can easily transfer to the actual 
ninja weapon, become a vigilante and 
start to clean up their neighbourhood. 


IN DEFENCE OF 
HIPPY SKILLS 


THERE IS NO way to defend the 
behaviour of the tens of thousands of 
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NEW 
LABOUR > 


SLAVE LABOUR 


NEW LABOUR’S THEME tune for the 1997 
election was D-REAM’s “Things Can Only Get 
Better’. I thought it was a good choice. Not 
because things did get better, but because it’s 
music that screams “yuppie shitbags” and 
“charisma bypass”. 


Fast forward to 2010 and I guess it’ll be Dead 
Kennedy’s “Kill The poor”. 


Enter James Purnell, Secretary of State for Work 
and Pensions, a man who claims to be ‘down 
with the dole kids’, whilst making Harry Potter 
look like GG Allin. Now you know what that 
senile old witch Thatcher was doing at Downing 
Street - dropping off her plans for the sick and 
vulnerable. 


I’m glad New Labour will 
lose the next election, they 
are are such a bunch of 
evil heartless bastards 


It’s hard to know where to start with such a 
vicious attack on the welfare state. Well how 
about single mothers? Back to the good old days 
of Thatcher where potty mouthed slags pop one 
out to get a council house and live a life of luxu- 
ry on benefits. That’s what Purnell probably 
thinks, from 2010 single mums without kids 
under 7 will have to sign on for JSA, i.e. be sub- 
ject to the same sanctions and intimidation the 
average doley is. So if they can’t find a job it’s 
shoplifting or bust. Or for those with foresight, 
find another bloke to “babby” them, and Again 
when the kid is nearly 7. 


And what of the dolies themselves? Purnell can’t 
understand why people would rather live on £60 
a week than take those exotic job opportunities 
on offer at the joke shop (ie McDonalds) so he’s 
hit upon the idea of COMMUNITY SERVICE. If 
you don’t get a job at McDonalds or a minimum 
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wage hell hole factory, you will work 40 hours a 
week scrubbing graffiti off walls, wearing chains 
and made to sing ‘Old Man River’ (the last bit 
was a joke, but you can never tell these days). 


And then there’s the sick. Surely not THE SICK? 
Yes, them too. Fuck ‘em! If you haven’t done 
time in Broadmoor for trying to shoot your 
neighbour after mistaking him for The Devil, or 
if you didn’t get both legs blown off in the war, 
there’s nothing wrong with you man, your benefit 
days are over you scrounger. Purnell will stop 
your Incapacity Benefit immediately, and know- 
ing him, probably send you a noose and a big 
bag of pills with the letter. Overdramatic? I 
know of two people on sickness benefits who 
have topped themselves Without Purnell’s 
reforms. Only last week I met someone who’d 
had her money stopped despite having a broken 
arm and being on medication that puts her to 
sleep for two hours! 


“Hang on a minute”, I hear you cry. “I’m not a 
single mother, sick or disabled, or on the dole. 
Why should I care?”. Well, stop thinking along 
the lines of “I pay taxes for the likes of them” 
and start thinking “I pay taxes for the likes of 
Me” because tomorrow, IT COULD BE YOU 
and I don’t mean the National Fucking Lottery. 
And the scarier the idea of life on the dole 
becomes, the nastier, and more liberty-taking 
your boss will become. I’m old enough to 
remember the days when employers had to treat 
you well because otherwise you’d just sign on 
the dole, but try explaining that to the Sun read- 
ing morons who want to end the welfare state. 


And if you run a business, what’s gonna happen 
when your ‘customers’ turn into ‘shoplifters’ (lets 
face it if they force ‘em to do the time (commu- 
nity service) why not just do the crime instead?)? 
That’ Il be your business down the pan, and your- 
self facing the very same intimidation you 
thought was only reserved for bone idle drugged 
up chavers. And whatever the tabloid masses 


James 
Purnell 


think of dole claimants, they are also 
consumers. No money. No consumption. Less 
shops. Less pubs. And so on... 


It says a lot about today’s society that these hate- 
ful attacks on the very poorest people in the UK 
are going virtually unnoticed, with even some so 
called ‘left wing’ MP’s brown-nosing Brown on 
the issue. Try to imagine being on benefits, in 
debt to the eyeballs, and imagine the fear of 
some yuppie twat on £130,000 a year taking 
what little you’ve got away; losing your house, 
everything you own. 


I am glad New Labour are going to lose the next 
election (even though the Tories will be even 
worse). They are such a bunch of evil heartless 
bastards I for one will be popping the corks just 
like in 1997 when we got rid of the other filth. 


When we find somewhere to put Gary Glitter can 
we send James Purnell and his champagne swill- 
ing Tory freaks along with him? Mind you, from 
what I hear about the upper classes, they’II prob- 
ably get along fine.... TORY SLAYER 


The 21st century man is somewhat softer, and hopefully more enlightened, 


than his 1950s counterpart. See how you measure up by taking this 


Which sports appeal to 


you most? 
(a) golf, tennis 

(b) fishing, hunting 

(c) croquet, shuffleboard 
(d) hiking, boating 

(e) hockey, football 

(f) nothing 


Which of the following 
groups do you prefer to 
read? 


(a) Newspapers and news magazines 
(b) Comics, sex books 

(c) Religious books, poetry 

(d) Don’t like to read 


What is your chief sexu- 


al outlet? 
(a) Women (non-prostitutes) 
(b) Prostitutes 
(c) Masturbation 
(d) Other men 


What is your average 
number of intercourses 


per week? 


(a) Three or more 
(b) One or two 
(c) Less than one 
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RATING TES? 


5 How long are you able 
to continue intercourse? 
(a) Two minutes or less 


(b) Two to five minutes 
(c) More than five 


6 How much hair do you 
have on your body and 
chest? 
(a) None 


(b) Small amount 
(c) A great deal 


How much hair is there 
on your head? 


(a) Full head 
(b) It’s thinning 
(c) Completely bald 


In which group is the 
career you would most 
like to have if it were possible? 
(a) athlete, engineer, doctor, lawyer, archi- 
tect 
(b) editor, politician 
(c) business man, military officer 
(d) writer 
(e) musician, artist, clergyman 


Do you usually enjoy 
your meals? 


In which group do your 
hobby interests lie? 

(a) gardening, carpentry, automobiles 

(b) photography, poker 

(c) cooking, bridge 


(d) music, painting 
(e) none 


At what age did you 
begin sexual activity? 
(a) 11-13 years 
(b) 14 or over 


Do you use depilatories 
or cosmetics? 


What are your drinking 
habits? 
(a) Never imbibe 


(b) Drink moderately 
(c) Heavy drinking 


If married, how many 
extra-marital affairs 
have you had with non-prosti- 


tutes? 


(a) one or less 
(b) two 
(c) three or more 


Or 


If single, do you visit prosti- 
tutes 


(a) Occasionally 
(b) Often 
(c) Never 


Do you like most people 
you know? 


How do you make deci- 
sions? 
(a) Try to get someone else to assume the 
responsibility 
(b) Try to figure all the angles 


(c) Act on impulse 


Would you like to wear 
expensive clothes? 


Do you feel like jumping 
off when you are in a 
high place? 


Is your wife or girlfriend 
(a) Faithful 
(b) Flirtatious 
(c) Unfaithful 


Which of the two choices 
do the following words 


make you think of? 
TRAIN - (a) travel (A) engine 
DEVIL - (b) tempt (B) Hell 
DESPISE - (c) dirt (C) coward 
MACHINE - (d) sew (D) engine 
FRESH - (e) flirt (E) meat 


This quiz first appeared in REAL magazine, 
January 1954 


90 to 100 
- Brute 


80 to 89 
- Real he-man 


70 to 79 
- Good man 


60 to 69 
- Man, all 
right 


50 to 59 
- Aman, but 
not by much 


40 to 49 
- Weak sister 


Less than 40 
— Scratched 


s a gay man, people often say to 
me “why are you looking at me 
like that? Get out of my bath- 
room”. 


Well, straight men anyway. Women mainly 
say “don’t worry, you’re lovely, there’s 
someone really special out there for you 
somewhere”. 


Special as in special agent or special needs? 
Gay men tend to say nothing and pretend I 
didn’t speak to them. 


People have lots of preconceived notions 
about what we gays should be. It is fine to 
be gay in 21st century Britain provided that 
you are immaculately coifed, thin and waif- 
like with no visible scars or body hair and 
have a good understanding of interior 
design. We are supposed to glitter prettily in 
fashionable inner city nightspots and cluck 
around the girlfriends of our open minded 
straight male friends and drink cocktails, our 


Time Waster 


Zo. Shunned by the fashionistas and turned off by the S &M : 
Paul Knight weighs up his options in the search for com 


eyebrows plucked and moisturiser glisten- 
ing; the perfect accessory. Have you met our 
Gay Friend? 


Clearly I will never be this thing. The only 
thing I have ever been accessory to is GBH. 
I do not glitter prettily unless it be the glitter 
of wet things in the near dark. Which can be 
pretty if you don’t focus too hard on what’s 
glittering and try to appreciate the glittering 
for its own sake. Consequently I am banned 
from local inner city nightspots for insuffi- 
cient visible shine. Shunned into a twilight 
world of dereliction and rejection. Or some- 
thing like that. 


People say you have a great personality 
when they can’t think of anything nice to say 
about your appearance. Lots of short, fat, 
ugly, badly dressed people have great per- 
sonalities. And a great sense of humour. 
Have you met our Short, Fat, Hairy Gay 
Friend? He’s a little badly dressed but he’s 
got a great personality and is an absolute 


http://www.worth1000.com - Feast your eyes as artists compete using their Photoshopping skills to create some cool 
shit. Be impressed, then open up your copy of Microsoft Paint and kid yourself that you're anywhere near as good... 


Hey Baby, 
do you want 
some cock? 


hoot. You’ll get on like a house on fire. 


Before we abandon this burning building, I 
need to ask a question. If having a great per- 
sonality and a good sense of humour (GSOH 
like you see in the want ads or male order as 
I like to refer to them)is such a plus, then 
why are people introduced this way always 
single? Think about it. 


I don’t want to be the one to cast the first 
stone, but I have observed that the stereotyp- 
ical gay dream boy; blond with the swim- 
mers body and sapphire eyes is strikingly 
close to the idealised Nazi Superhuman. 
Like I say, just an observation. I don’t want 
to come across as bitter but this is hampered 
by the fact that I am. 


As a squat hairy individual I am expected to 
only interact with other squat hairy individu- 
als, who all seem to be into S&M and drink- 
ing each others piss and stuff. I don’t know 

why. I didn’t make it that way, but there it is. 


The only people who are ever interested are 
frightening heavy set individuals into mutual 
sadism. They fancy me because I remind 
them of their abusive father, or uncle, or 
something. I find this unsettling. 


I have considered my 
options: 


1. Lose weight. And then I asked myself 
how much I wanted a bloke weighed up next 
to how much I wanted two large helpings of 
roast pork with all the trimmings, and found 
the bloke sadly lacking. I’m not prepared to 
give up food. So you can all fuck off. 


2. Start working out again. This would 
clearly be a good thing to do. Or would 
seem to be. One must remember that even if 
I was buff I would still be squat and hairy. 
Coupled with the fact that I know from pre- 
vious experience that I do not put on muscle 
in any noticeable way when I train. I get 
stronger, but I don’t look any different. This 
is apparently the fault of a slow metabolic 
rate. Believe it or not, when it comes to 
muscle mass, I’m pretty buff already. So, 
feats of raw animal power notwithstanding, I 
will always have manboobs. 


3. Start dressing like a twat. Get a hoxton 
fin, fawn like some sort of horrific vampiric 
jam over the girlfriends of straight people in 
fashionable nightspots, get bulimia and a 
coke habit, and bitch about other peoples 
dress sense, eating disorders and drug habits. 
(This may be another reason why they don’t 
like me. I can do more drugs than them. But 
not coke because it’s expensive and shite. I 
challenge any human alive to an endurance 
smoking contest). Alas. Tempting, but no. 
They’d smell me out with my talk of inde- 
pendent wrestling, alien thought pressure 
and government mind terrorism in any case, 
and I would have to escape being lynched 
for being unacceptably unshiny. Again. 


4. Choose life. Get AIDS. Very fashionable 
(personal note: inner cities only); leads to 
immediate social acceptance (NHS sham 
pain, visits from Elton John etc.) Everybody 
loves an aidsboy. 


5. Give up on the above. Get into the bath 
and prepare to be shat on by a truck driver. 


Who will then cry and try to tell me about 
his wife and kids. 


Back to the pork then. 


The idea of S&M holds no sexual appeal to 
me. I have no wish to be asphyxiated by 
large German skinheads for my sexual grati- 
fication. Also, rubber looks stupid on fat 
people. Am I the only one to see this? The 
whole thing is ugly, start to finish. When I 
think of a room full of fat sweaty men in 
rubber, squeaking as they fist each other and 
hammer nails into their scrotums, I don’t 


The idea of S&M holds no 


sexual appeal to me. I have 
no wish to be asphyxiated 
by large German skinheads 


for my sexual gratification 


want to join in, I want the free-phone num- 
ber for the Spanish Inquisition. Apart from 
the fact that they would probably already 
know each other when the Inquisition 
arrived and proceed to complement each 
other on their dress sense, discuss interior 
design tips for dungeons, and bitch about 
mutual acquaintances eating disorders and 
drug habits. Before hoovering up a load of 
coke and guiltily having sex, no doubt. 
Great sense of humour aside, many comics, 
particularly satirists, are single physically 
unprepossessing individuals. Why is that? 
GSOH. Generally Single, Occupational 
Hazard. 


So perhaps a new 
option: 


6. Go straight. Many advantages. Clean 
socks whenever I want them. Added pos- 
sibility of wife and kids. Actually, this 

is pretty terrifying. People keep 
telling me that I’m going to have 
kids. That it is my biological 
imperative and I can do little 
to escape it. Mothers are 
especially bad. What is it 
that makes women think 

they know everything when 
they’ve had a child? They 
put their head to one side and 
do that condescending smile 
and say, ‘yes but I’m a mother, I 
know.’ Know what? How to 
become impregnated? Childbearing 
makes women mental and pregnancy 

is a sexually transmitted disease. 

What is so great about having kids? 
Having kids is like having a great per- 
sonality. A non-starter. But you’ll find 
the right girl, and it’ll just happen. 
Wrong again I’m afraid. Women are not 
looking for squat, fat hairy people either, 
great personality or not. Besides. A girl- 


friend leads ultimately to this conversation. 
Cue romantic lighting and lounge jazz. You 
can imagine this conversation at any stage of 
the relationship you like. 


“Honey?” 

“Yeah, Baby?” 

“I’ve got something to tell you.” 

“What’s that, baby?” 

“Well, I used to be into getting shat on by 
truck drivers” 

“‘What’s that?” 

“Well honey, I felt you should know; I used 
to be gay, and because I’m squat and hairy 
all I could get was fleeting sessions of harsh 
ball-play, raw fisting and frottage with other 
squat hairy men I never knew the names of 
who wore black rubber and used to enjoy 
pissing on each other. Oh, and I used to hang 
around parks and public toilets waiting for 
men to have sex with. All in all, I think I’ve 
had a couple of hundred. Imagine that 
honey, me sucking off a line of two hundred 
men, using the mouth I kiss you with, 
because that’s what I’ve done. Just wanted to 
get that off my chest. Gosh, it all seems so 
far away now... And then I met you at the 
Harvest Festival Barn Dance and my life just 
turned around. Now, hows about we get 
started on those kids you wanted? Honey?” 


But she’d gone. 


Pissboy felt 

he’d drawn the 
short straw 
when they hand- 
ed out super- 
hero personas 


CONSTRUCTION FOR DESTRUCTION 


THE XINGU RIVER’S BELO MONTE DAM 


he Brazilian government is as mili- 
tant in its dam-building exploits 
today as it was in the sixties when it 
first opened the Trans-Amazonian 
highway. The colossal social and environmental 
impact of its intrusion has crushed almost 
everything in its path. Next on the state agenda 
is what could potentially become the world’s 
third biggest dam. The high profile $11 billion 
Belo Monte dam project is planned for con- 
struction (and destruction) along the sacred 
Xingu River. It threatens to corrode the eco 
system and disable the livelihoods of some 500 
indigenous peoples with disease, immobility 
and malnutrition, as well as force relocation of 
some 16,000 people. The Lula government 
argues hydroelectric dams are the only solution 
to Brazil’s economic development and its ener- 
gy crisis. Yet there are ecological alternatives 
that will resolve these issues. So why are they 
being ignored? 


In 1956, Brazilian president Juscelin 
Kubitschek de Oliviera stated his ambitions for 
the Amazon, boasting it would see “fifty years 
of progress in five years”. Following the 
decline in growth, the collapse of democracy 
and social unrest, this wasn’t quite the case. Yet 
the tunnel vision of his economic plan has 
never stopped pushing exploitation of the area, 
seen by the Brazilian government as a focal 
point for development. President Lula’s tight 
fiscal and monetary policies have impressed 
foreign investors and Brazil is now trying to 
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The Amazon is the world’s most species-rich 
rainforest and home to some 200 tribes. The 
Xingu River that many of these species and 
indigenous peoples rely upon for survival is 
under threat. Anu Shukla explores the issue 


play catch-up to the likes of India and China. 
Yet for the last four decades, the damage that 
the Brazilian Amazon has had to endure has 
been greater than the entire period of Indian 
and colonial history - and all to minimal eco- 
nomical effect. The fluctuating economy has 
finally arrived to a point where things are on 
the up for investors. But at what cost? 


“The recent resignation of Brazil’s 
Environmental Minister, Marina Silva says it 
all” claims South American Director of 
International Rivers, Glenn Switkes. “Her fail- 
ure to convince the Lula government to change 
its actions is a sign that environmental concerns 
are no longer high on Lula’s agenda, if they 
ever were.” The plan has been to bring Western 
civilisation to the Amazon, developing the 
region with infrastructures for roads, towns, 
cities, while exploiting its natural resources. 
Since Brazil is one of the world’s biggest users 


of hydroelectric energy, the government intends 
to continue with its plans. As a result, the dam- 
age has been done both socially and environ- 
mentally with massive deforestation, immobili- 
sation, rotting vegetation, Co2 emissions, 
extinction of rare species such as the catfish, 
displacement of marginalised peoples and com- 
plete disruption and devastation to indigenous 
communities, village people and river dwellers. 


Rich in bio-diversity, geological reserves and 
human culture, the Amazon is the world’s 
biggest rainforest. Home to over 170 different 
indigenous languages, it spreads across six 
countries, accounts for 20% of the world’s 
freshwater and for more than half of the 
world’s 10 million species of plants. The Xingu 
River is one of its major tributaries and a pow- 
erful symbol of cultural and environmental 
diversity. The river, which stretches for 1,979 
kilometres, has been a sacred life source for 


indigenous communities and their ancestors for 
millennia. Flowing north from Mato Grosso 
state and into Para before cascading into the 
Amazon, the Xingu River protects the 
Savannah, rainforests and transition areas. 


he Belo Monte dam is planned for 

construction along what is known 

as the Xingu River’s “Big Bend”. It 

would require diverting nearly the 

entire flow (90 km) of the Xingu 
through two artificial canals to its powerhouse, 
flooding indigenous villages and protected 
areas. This would leave communities in the 
area without water, fish or a means of transport. 
The dam would silt the water, creating a breed- 
ing ground for mosquitoes and inevitably 
malaria and related illnesses. Gwen Switkes 
also insists that, “The dam would be highly 
inefficient, with its turbines grinding to a halt 
for about four months every year during the 
river’s lowest stream flow.” The dry season 
would inevitably result in inadequate levels of 
energy, giving state electric company, 
Electronorte, justification to build further dams 
upstream. Furthermore, according to Rafaela 
Daniela Nicola of Brazilian NGO, Rios Vivos, 
not only is the government’s plan for generat- 
ing energy inefficient and environmentally 
unsustainable, but it’s also “a simplistic 
approach created by a government with a 
vision that doesn’t extend beyond a four-year 
span.” 


There is the common argument that hydroelec- 
tric power supplies fail to leave their carbon 
footprint. However, there is evidence that river 
damming will release substantial amounts of 
powerful greenhouse gases, including Methane 
and Nitrous Oxide as illustrated by large-scale 
projects such as the 1984 Tucuirui dam. 
Drowned forests and decaying vegetation 
accelerated poisonous emissions, killing rare 
species of fish and flooding villages with 
brown-tinged infectious waters. The horrendous 
effects of the Tucuirui dam left 40,000 indige- 
nous people and traditional riverbank dwellers 
displaced, stranded and infested with disease. 
Twenty-four years have passed and victims of 
the project have not been compensated to this 
day. Protesters and international concern groups 
do not want the same thing to happen with 
Belo Monte. 


he Environmental Impact 

Assessment (EIA) of Belo Monte 

was nevertheless suspended by a 

federal judge when state electric 
company, Eletrobras’ tried to take control by 
unfairly awarding the contract for carrying out 
the assessment to three of Brazil’s engineering 
giants. In essence, Belo Monte represents yet 
another head-on collision between the need for 
environmental sustainability and economic 
growth. However, there are alternatives as indi- 
cated in the WWF-Brazil Sustainable 
Electricity Agenda 2020. The report outlines 
how deployment of renewable energies will 
enable Brazil to enhance its security energy and 
create millions of jobs. It suggests alternatives 
such as retrofitting older hydroelectric plants, 
cutting power transmission losses, using bio- 
mass, implementing solar photovoltaic energy 
and utilising wind power. 


Yet ecological alternatives are given little 
incentive in official programs. Reports indicate 
Brazil’s economy has changed. Multi-billion- 
dollar hydroelectric dams are built to power the 
growing number of multinational aluminium 
plants in the Amazon and coincide with the 
Lula’s government’s 10-year plan to develop 
the region. Brazil has become the sixth largest 
aluminium producer in the world and the mar- 


The Xingu River is one of 
the Amazon’s major tribu- 
taries and a powerful sym- 
bol of cultural and environ- 
mental diversity 


ket is growing, attracting foreign investment 
from the likes of US-based aluminium giant, 
Alcoa. Yet despite the economic glory of step- 
ping onto the world stage and the quest to pro- 
pel the Brazilian people into middle-class citi- 
zenship; the government has forgotten the hun- 
dreds of thousands it is exploiting along the 
way . Last year, in response to obstacles he 
encountered to license dams along the 
Madeira River and Amazon, an incensed 
President Lula sarcastically exclaimed, 
“Who left this catfish on my lap?” It shows 
the Lula government’s desperation to be 
considered seriously as a thriving world 
economic power. As a result, it continues to 
jump through the hoops of big banks such 
as the International Monetary Fund, promis- 
ing to adhere to strict economic targets in 
return for multi-billion dollar loans. Glenn 
Switkes puts it quite simply, he says, “The 
building of dams generates billions in con- 
struction contracts, lines the pockets of politi- 
cians and permits the expansion of multina- 
tional aluminium plants.” 


eanwhile people affected at 
grassroots level have been 
ignored. The murder of 
Chico Mendes in 1988, by 
cattle ranchers opposed to his activism, had 
been a rude world awakening to such facts 
and the future of the Amazon. A year later 
an alliance between indigenous communi- 
ties and Western activists, environmental 
groups and the media, successfully 
stopped the World Bank from funding a 
major dam project along the Xingu River. 
The meeting, which took place in the 
town of Altamira, demonstrated the des- 
peration and plight of the indigenous 
Kayapo peoples when a woman from the 
tribe famously held a machete to the face 
of a petrified Electronorte official. A 
mass demonstration took place for the 
second time in Altamira in May this year, 
bringing together more than 800 indige- 
nous peoples from 26 ethnic groups . A 
Kayap6 chief told a federal public attor- 
ney, “We want you as an authority of the 
government to tell President Lula that 
there will be world war in the Amazon if 
they try to build these dams.” 


It appears Belo Monte is a revival of the 
foiled plans of 1989, and that the Kararaé 


project has been simply re-baptised with a new 
name. Suspension of the EIA has slammed the 
breaks on Belo Monte for now and it is hoped 
the judge will continue to uphold his decision. 
At the same time, the dysfunctional Brazilian 
system means that the Lula government may 
only need to wait for the right time to be grant- 
ed the seal of approval to go ahead with Belo 
Monte and the other 70 Amazonian dams in the 
pipeline. 


Since Belo Monte is just one of many hydro- 
electric projects, the roots of government fiscal 
policies remain unchanged. Although for the 
meantime, the speed with which Amazonian 
concerns have spread across the world have 
heightened fears of risk for foreign investors. 
The IMF would nevertheless be only too 
pleased to assist in such cases. The buck stops 
with the Lula government. Only when it quits 
exchanging niceties with financial big brothers 
and flies the nest to embrace a sustainable plan 
for development, will we see Brazil manage its 
energy crisis, prosper economically and save 
the Amazon from the brink of destruction. 
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The real life Archers 


onversations from the Gountryside 


uring the Summer I visited 
some friends who live on the 
edge of a country estate in 
the middle of rural England, 
and this is pretty much the transcription 
of one their drunken rants... 


Living in the countryside is shit. It’s not 
like living in a different country, it’s like 
living in a different time zone and I don’t 
just mean a bit behind the times, I mean 
centuries. It’s pure medieval feudalism, 
rife in England’s green and pleasant land. 


For instance, here is the latest ‘soap opera 
happenings’ in this neck of the woods. 

We have a new vicar, now I might person- 
ally be a godless heathen, but the vicar can 
be the one outlet here to the outside world 
and this one actually tries to be a local 
conscience. Often this has to be on the 
quiet. Two of the people he supports are 
the only gay couple in the village. Yes, 
funny, but this is Little Britain in reality, 
constant in yer face harassment, snide 
remarks, discrimination and vandalism. 
How long the vicar will stay is unknown. 


Everything here, even the bits of land and 
property not actually owned by the estate, 
revolves around it and the current ruler, a 
haughty, hard bitten, ladyship, who treats 
all about her as scum. The church, on a 
number of estates like this one, that effec- 
tively serves one estate, used to be spon- 
sored by the local landowner. They owned 
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the land, the church, the people on it and 
the vicar, and they still think they do. They 
truly believe they actually are England. In 
this case nothing has changed in a few 
hundred years, the landowner is good 
friends with the bishop so a dissenting 
vicar will be reined in or moved on. 


On the estate a sense of dread sweeps the 
land. The estate is like a web, at the edges 
of the web are the people that just work 
here and go home, but in the centre sits the 
big fat spider, the lady of the estate. 
Everyone here seems to work for the 
estate. But these are not twee little cottages 
in the country. The houses here are frankly 
shit. They look like they were built two 
hundred years ago and have had no work 
done on them since. Nothing seems to 
work. The fuel is supposed to be the oil 
the estate supplies but has not, so the next 
best thing is fire wood, at least this is free. 
Massive draughts, a drive that takes the 
bottom off your car, 
everywhere you look 
it’s crap. 

Moan, but do not speak 
out, if you do it’s 
ostracising. Being sent 
to Coventry, although a 
crap fate as it is quite a 
dull place, at least 
gives you some one to 
talk to. Out here if you are ostracised that 
is it. The estate covers acres and acres and 
the houses look far apart but in reality it is 
a very tiny village just stretched out. If you 
need help or want to borrow machinery, 
you have to look to your neighbours, who 
are all under the sway of the estate. 
Exploitation is the name of the game. 
Minimum wage is for the hours you are 
signed up for, but expect to work two to 
three times those hours and be at the beck 
and call of the estate at any time or day. 
For free. 


here is a strange feudal atmos- 

phere here, treated like shit, day 

in day out, not only taking it but 

expected to be grateful for your 
position and the smallest faint or favour 
from the landowner. It is reminiscent of 
the Life of Brian prisoner glorifying the 
Romans. 


The fact her ladyship came and visited in 
the winter to check the water supply is 
worn as a badge of honour by the deluded, 
and this was ten years ago! Ten years and 
still talked about. 


The houses here are 
frankly shit. They look 
like they were built two 


hundred years ago and 
have had no work done 
on them since 


And then there is the royal connection, 
minor royals and other aristocrats dipping 
in and out of the estate for visits, shooting, 
hunting. Can you do an extra two solid 
days of work for the rewards of being 
glanced at by a royal and an extra twenty 
quid? Oh thank you ma’am. 


f you think the hunt ban finished off 

hunting, think again, there is still 

hunting here, the same people, 

including a lot of rich townies play- 
ing at being gentry, hunting the same ani- 
mals across the same land whether they 
own it or not. You have to stand on your 
land with a shotgun to keep the bastards 
out. And where are the police? If they are 
here at all, they are in the estate house 
feeling all smart that they have had tea 
with her ladyship. 


A finger in many pies is an understate- 
ment. Not only does she dine with the 

| police but be careful of 
speaking out. She is on 
the board of governors 
of your kid’s school, 
patron of the local chari- 
ties, on local village 
committees and council 
boards and trusts. 
Fawning sycophancy 
does not do it justice, it 
is mafia style patronage. So many people 
feel beholden to the estate, do not expect 
anything to pass unnoticed. 


In a bizarre pack mentality, the people liv- 
ing in shit houses, working shit hours for 
the estate that will, and does, screw them 
in an instant, see themselves in reflected 
glory of the manor. You can see why there 
was a peasants' revolt, you can see why it 
failed and why there is mafia fascism. 


And, if that all sounds a bit obvious try 
this: just outside the estate there is the 
Woofing farm. An organic farm that gets 
its workers from a constant influx of vol- 
unteer workers coming in and working for 
nothing in run down shacks that the owner 
charges rent on in a housing benefit fiddle. 
And let me just repeat that: working... 
for... nothing! Does the owner work for 
nothing? Do they bollocks. 


I do not know who is madder, the people 
who live here or the people who want to 
live here. Come here to experience the 
middle ages. The countryside is a well and 
truly fucked up place. HARRY K 


History in a Nutshell 


et’s start by turning the globe 

around and having a look at 

South America. Scholars should 

call it ‘the half that got a raw 
deal’; politicians call it ‘a free trade 
zone’; tourists ‘a hot, cheap destination’ 
and anyone with any feeling, sobs that it 
is in fact — ‘a sad tale of woe, longer than 
the poem of Hiawatha and sadder’. 


All sorts of unpleasant things had been 
happening to ordinary people since 
Columbus stumbled upon the continent. 
Despite all sorts of inventions and 
advances, by the 20th century things had- 
n’t really improved for people. Peasants 
and workers were continually forced into 
dissidence and revolutions by harsh dicta- 
torships and then crushed by the same or 
similar harsh dictatorships. 


But all this was to change...perhaps! In 
the 1950s some people thought it would 
be a good idea to have another revolution. 
A choice place seemed to be Cuba. In 
order to achieve this they spent some time 
training themselves in the jungle. After 
they felt trained up enough they had a 


couple of goes at paddling over to Cuba 
and seizing power - and after a guerrilla 


~ war, actually managed to achieve this. 


This was a bit of a surprise because it was 
a relatively little band of revolutionaries 
albeit with peasant support. Fidel Castro 
was pretty pleased about the whole thing 
and decided he would reward himself 
with a life time presidency. The other big 
cheese we all know as Che Guevara got 
bored of admin and firing squads and 
went off to continue the fight elsewhere. 
He got himself killed. And so quite literal- 
ly he went there, he did it, we got the t- 
shirt. : 


America was none too pleased that Cuba 
was now ‘Communist’ so it tried to over- 
throw the government, placed an embargo 
on the country and still hasn’t given up 
hope that it can crush its little floating 
neighbour. Luckily for the Cubans the 
embargo decreased the use of fertilisers 
and pesticides and effectively turned the 
whole country organic, which was good 
for the environment and the people. 


Other good side effects of the revolution 


were the social and economic pro- 
grammes that were implemented. 
Examples include the massive increase in 
the literacy rate, the land reforms and the 
declaration that the government was athe- 
ist. 


But it wasn’t all fun and games and sadly 
lots of people faced the firing squads, the 


jails or exile — some had been supporters 


of Batista, the previous regime, while oth- 
ers just didn’t support the new regime. 
There was, in the aftermath of the revolu- 
tion, a brief hope that dismantling capital- 
ism in Cuba would lead to freedom. The 
State quickly saw to it that it tightened 
control and became another type of dicta- 
torship. 


It seems fair to say that Cuba seems one 
of the better places to live in South 
America for ordinary people but it’s by no 
means the type of society we should be 
trying to work towards. Sadly the left tend 
to be blinkered to this sad truth and left- 
wing intellectuals feel they can’t criticise 
the bad stuff in Cuba or Castro won’t 
invite them back for tea. ANN ARCH 


How ox Revert 23 


Tug Wilson takes a 
look at the biggest 
shake up in obscen- 
ity legislation for 
decades. Should 
the state have any 
say in what we 
choose to look at? 


oy Feverk 


rom January 2009, it will 
become an offence under The 
Criminal Justice and 
Immigration Act, to possess 
‘extreme pornography’. Extreme is 
defined under the Act as pornography 
portraying: 


(a) an act which threatens a 
person’s life, 

(b) an act which results, or is 
likely to result, in serious 
injury to a person’s anus, 
breasts or genitals, 

(c) an act which involves or 
appears to involve sexual 
interference with a human 
corpse, 

(d) a person performing or 
appearing to perform an act of 
intercourse or oral sex with an 
animal (whether dead or 
alive). 


Those found in possession, will be 
prosecuted under the Obscene 
Publications Act. The new law does 
not differentiate between fantasy and 
reality; it merely has to be deemed 
realistic and “solely or principally for 
the purpose of sexual arousal”. The 
consent of the participants involved is 
irrelevant. Interestingly parts a & b of 
the legislation carry the lengthier maxi- 
mum sentence of three years. Parts c 
& d, affecting those possessing pornog- 
raphy which shows people having sex 
with animals or corpses (real or simu- 
lated) can receive a maximum sentence 
of two years. Anyone found guilty and 
sentenced to two years or more will be 
automatically placed on the Sex 
Offenders Register. 


Had this new law been solely aimed at 
outlawing pornography where a non- 
consensual sexual assault had been 
committed, as in the case of existing 
child pornography laws, then it is 
doubtful that there would be much, if 
any, opposition. However the inclusion 
of fantasy and consensual acts has 
caused a broad range of organisations 
to campaign against the new law. The 
Spanner Trust, Feminists Against 
Censorship, Liberty, Consenting Adults 
Action Network and Justice are just a 
few of the groups that have opposed 


the new law. 


he legislation is mostly in 

reaction to the death of Jane 

Longhurst, who was killed by 

Graham Coutts. Graham 
Coutts was obsessed with images asso- 
ciated with strangulation and necrophil- 
ia, which he accessed through the inter- 
net. There has been no evidence his 
pornographic interests influenced his 
crime, in fact he confessed a fascina- 
tion with asphyxiation to a psychiatrist 
in 1991, long before he possessed any 
violent pornography. It is generally 
accepted that the pornography that peo- 
ple regularly view is usually an expres- 
sion of their interests rather than some- 
thing that influences their behaviour, 
although there is some dispute amongst 
psychologists. 


hose chiefly affected by the 

new law are those with 

pornography of a sado- 

masochist persuasion. 
However the law, which is estimated to 
affect two million people (prison over 
crowding must not have been on the 
legislators’ minds!), will also be of 
concern to enthusiasts of edgy film and 
art. 


The inclusion of fantasy 
and consensual sex acts has 
caused a broad range of 
organisations to campaign 
against the new law 


The British Board of Film 
Classification these days is a fairly pro- 
gressive organisation and thankfully 
anything that has been classified by it 
will be exempt from prosecution 
(unless you’ve compiled your own 
shady collection of film clips for your 
sexual gratification!). However, if you 
import unclassified DVDs from abroad, 
which are deemed to meet the relevant 
sexual criteria of the Act, you could 
well find yourself in trouble. 
Pretentious sexual art may also find 
itself between the crosshairs; Ben 
Westwood’s kinky coffee table book 
‘Fuck Fashion’ is expected to fall foul 
of the law. In a pun-tastic statement, 
Ben Westwood said, “We can- 

not just lie back and watch 

this ludicrous Act slip in the 
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back door’. 


Hentai (Japanese pornographic car- 
toons) fans can breathe a sigh of relief, 
cartoons and drawings are not affected. 
Yes, you may still receive your per- 
verse offerings from your deranged 
Japanese overlords. 


eople’s sexualities and fan- 

tasies are funny things. 

People like the weirdest shit, 

some of which many people 
may find repulsive. There’s some truly 
repugnant porn out there that most of 
us would prefer did not exist. But 
making criminals of people who 
choose to view this material is unlikely 
to help anyone. We live in a fucked up 
world, as a reflection of this, some- 
times people’s sexualities are a little 
fucked up too. Providing people are 
viewing consensual sexual acts 
between adults then it should be their 
own private concern and it is certainly 
not the business of the state. 


We live in a fucked up 


world, as a reflection of 
this, sometimes people’s 
sexualities are a little 


fucked up too 


That the state is openly trying to shape 
people’s sexuality is very worrying 
indeed. However, social engineering 
aside, the law also represents a less 
obvious threat. The law, at least in 
part, is the government reacting to the 
freedom of the internet. Home Office 
Minister, Vernon Coaker declared, 
‘Such material has no place in our soci- 
ety, but the advent of the internet has 
meant that this material is more easily 
available and means existing controls 
are being bypassed - we must move to 
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tackle this.’ 


There is a wealth of information out 
there that the government doesn’t want 
us to see, in this case it just happens to 
be dodgy porn. They would very much 
like to have greater control over the 
internet and this is probably just the 
thin end of the wedge. 


ow thoroughly will the act 
be enforced? Given the 
very vague wording of the | 
Act, we’ll have to wait and 
see. Much will probably depend on 
the reaction from the media. If the 


hysteria of the 1980s video nasty era is © 


repeated then we can certainly expect 
some ridiculous (and highly embar- 


rassing for the defendants) test court 
cases next year. The police will be 
even keener than usual to trawl through 
people’s hard drives and no doubt will 
be using this as an excuse for lazy 
policing. 


So if you’re the owner of some porn of 
questionable taste, best have one last 
Christmas bash before cleaning up your 
act for January. Perhaps it could be a 
New Year’s resolution. 


Interview 


Derek Cohen 


Tug Wilson speaks to the chairman of the Spanner Trust 


Can you briefly outline the 
“Spanner” Case and the purpose of 
the Spanner Trust? 


In the late 1980s/early 1990s a series of trials 
known as the “Spanner” case established that 
if you cause injuries during consensual adult 
sexual activity which are more than trifling or 
transient then you have committed an offence 
and could go to jail. So causing marks, bruis- 
es, cuts, etc. could be illegal. 


The Spanner Trust is trying to change this law 
by challenging it in the High Court. Our argu- 
ment is that the law contravenes the Human 
Rights of adults. The relevant section of the 
Human Rights Act concerns the right to a pri- 
vate life. 


You are campaigning against the new 
law outlawing the possession of 
‘extreme’ pornography. What do 
you believe to be the most alarming 
aspect of the legislation? 


The law (the Criminal Justice and 
Immigration Act 2008) has now been passed. 
The definitions of “pornography” and 
“extreme” in the Act are very loose and sub- 
jective and would allow juries or a judge to 
use their own prejudices to determine whether 
an image was “extreme”. The government 
claims that only a small number of images and 
people will be affected. But we know that 
police arrest targets and prejudicial courts can 
mean that more people get caught in the net. 
And even before that, there is the chill factor 
which may see people destroying their porn 
collections unnecessarily. 


For any law it should be possible for people to 
know in advance whether their actions are 
illegal or not. With this law it’s very difficult 
to know how the police or the courts will view 
BDSM (Bondage & Discipline, Dominance & 
Submission and Sadism & Masochism) 
imagery for example. Consent is no help 
because currently it is unlawful to consent to 
most of the activities which are likely to be 
involved. This is what the Spanner Trust is 
tasked with changing. 


A serious consequence of the law will be the 
potential dampening effect it will have on 
safer sex education, especially in the BDSM 
field. There may be a reluctance to provide 
explicit visual examples of good SM practice 
in some areas because of a fear of prosecu- 
tion. 


For further information about the 
Spanner Trust, visit their website: 
www.spannertrust.org 


Are there any aspects of the law that 
you welcome? 


None at all. I don’t believe in censoring what 
adults can read or view. 


Do you believe that the pornography 
someone views can shape their 
behaviour? 


We are exposed every day to a vast range of 
images (still and moving). Some affect us, 
most do not. 


Viewing pornography can be a way of explor- 
ing new sexual ideas. It can also be an outlet 
in itself, which can be important for people 
who are less capable physically or socially. I 
think viewing pornography can be a positive 
thing. There is no evidence that viewing 
pornography which includes violence makes 
people more likely to commit violent sexual 


activities any more than watching Rambo 
makes you go out and kill people. 


Any final words? 


If the government was so concerned about the 
link between what people view and what they 
do then maybe they should start by tackling 
the hugely violent non-sexual imagery avail- 
able to adults in mainstream films. We are suf- 
fering from a rash of gun and knife crime, yet 
no-one is suggesting banning possession of 
films or images portraying such non-consen- 
sual violence. 


As ever, when sex comes in the door, common 
sense goes out the window. And where minor- 
ity interests such as BDSM are involved, the 
government can say it isn’t tackling the major- 
ity of those engaging in consensual adult 
BDSM, but it doesn’t seem to really care if 
innocent people get caught in the net. 


The views above are Derek Cohen’s and not necessarily those of the Spanner Trust. 


Transition Towns 
he Inevitable Pa 
0 Anarchism? 


With the environmental and financial crisis of peak 
oil looming, Rob Cross argues that Transition 
Towns are the ideal opportunity to start seeing the 
changes in society that anarchists desire 


wen Stanley’s excellent and 
thought provoking ‘Making 
Waves’ article (Weir a Hever! 
issue13) concluded that its been a 
long time since we’ve had a functioning net- 


Mm work of environmental activists/groups in the 


UK. But maybe we have now and it’s staring us 
anarchists right in the face, namely Transition 
Towns... several few er feverl readers fall to 
the floor, clutching at their sides... 


Can I continue? 


Peak oil (the point where oil production starts 
declining as reserves start to dwindle) is, 
according to ecology parties, green groups and 
scientists, already here. Even some of the 
petroleum companies are now acknowledging 
this fact. Oil is not a renewable source, it is 
finite. The amount left in the ground is now 
less than the amount mankind has used since its 
discovery in the mid-nineteenth century. And 
the amount left is becoming harder and harder 
to extract. Gone are the days of mile after mile 
of working US oil fields, many of these now 
stand idle and abandoned. Though Saudi Arabia 
keeps its figures on its oil reserves a secret, 
there are suggestions that their major fields are 
too beginning to run low. Such is the despera- 
tion to find more oil that the Tupi drilling site, 
1500 metres deep and 200 miles of the coast of 
Brazil, costing in excess of £200bn, is being 
relied upon. The Canadian Alberta Tar Pits, 
which many pundits liken to wringing out an 
old pub carpet to get beer, is also in operation. 
Alberta’s working methods are extremely cost- 
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ly and barely break even in relation to cost of 
extraction to current market cost of a barrel of 
oil. Factor in the massive carbon emissions 
from the gigantic vehicles that fetch and carry 
the bitumen based material and the subsequent 
damage to the Canadian climate, and the cost 
can be measured in little more than dollars and 
cents. Therefore, we are now on the slow but 
inevitable oil supply descent, and regardless of 
the political and economic machinations in try- 
ing to reduce demand, the geological factors 
point to a future where we must wean ourselves 
off oil dependency over the coming decades. 


Gone are the days of mile 
after mile of working US 
oil fields, many of these 
now stand idle and aban- 
doned 


It is quite fascinating to see how we’ve arrived 
at this present oil dependency. If you were to 
plot a graph from the first millennium (1000 
AD) to the third millennia, all you would have 
is a thin arrow headed spike in the centre of the 
horizontal axis denoting the petroleum interval 
in mankind’s development. Older members of 


our society will all remember a time pre-war, 
where you could probably go a whole day 
without seeing an internal combustion engine 
vehicle, where anything in the house made of 
plastic would still be considered a novelty and 
the sound of an aircraft overhead would have 


people coming out to stare into the sky. 
Obviously nowadays, our streets and driveways 
all have cars of all shapes and colours, and in 
the home itself, everything from the plastic 
moulded television casing, to the clothes pegs 
out on the washing line, are taken for granted. 
Could we say that we actually planned for this | 
as a thought out linear progression or is it just 
the relentless pilot free march of consumerism 


It would be fatuous to say that our oil-assisted 
development has not benefited us, advances in 
medicines, communications, the list is endless. 
Obviously, it has also retarded us in many 
areas, from global war to the destruction of a 
town agricultural plot to build a car park. 
Unlike the older members of our society pre- 
war, our oil dependency means we today are 
becoming less and less versatile. Most mal- 
functioning household objects are rarely 
repaired, just replaced. Clothing items are dis- 
carded immediately when showing signs of 
wear. Our talents are now single task specific, 
sitting in front of a terminal, one of the most 
prevalent employment activities in our present 
economy, a tertiary, service based system. We 
now obtain the majority of our household sup- 
plies from giant supermarkets, foodstuffs that 
have been sourced and produced from well 
beyond the area where we live, tomatoes from 
Spain, apples from New Zealand. Pause for a 
moment, reflect on some of the above, then 
imagine a dwindling oil situation and how that 
would affect the availability of our basic gro- 
cery needs. 


ven though they barely ever mention 
peak oil, there are major movements 
by the government to address the 
energy supply crisis to come (if it’s 
not here already with steadily climbing house- 
hold gas and electricity bills). Nuclear power is 
being touted as our saviour. There is a reticence 
from government though, on factors such as 
what do we do with the 100,000 year half-life 
waste, the fact that no insurer will actually 
underwrite the industry. Uranium, like oil, is 


M also a finite resource, with approximately 60 
years supply left at present usage ergo more 
reactors less supply in relative terms. Bringing 
back coal power stations and its astronomical 
carbon footprint, or converting coal into liquid 
fuel with its completely untested ideas about 
carbon capture, is also on the agenda. With 800 
million people malnourished in the world, only 
an extremely avaricious economy could con- 
template the idea of Bio-fuels (fuel from food 
crops), there is not even a third of the land 
available in the UK that would begin to satisfy 
the present amount of vehicles on Britain’s 
roads. Renewable energy such as wind farms, 
solar and tidal barges are dismissed by critics 
as unable to cater for our energy demands. 
They are right here. Renewable energy cannot 
sustain our present consumer society, it will 
play a key part in our world beyond the age of 
oil but that world will be so much different 
from the times we inhabit now. We have to 
redesign for a far lower energy-consuming 
world, the only other alternative is to accept the 
status quo and prepare for a slow, choking 
death. 


The UK Transition Town movement under- 
stands the peak oil and impending climate dis- 
aster forwards and backwards. It also under- 
stands that renewable energy cannot maintain 
our consumer society present way of life. But 
what the founders of the Transition movement 
do not understand (or if they do, they’re keep- 
ing very quiet about it), is the fact that the capi- 
talist society that spawned this consumer socie- 
ty has to go. 


There may be #ew ef fever! readers that see 
Transition as a liberal environmentalist’s wet 
dream, a fluffy, hold hands, plant a tree photo 
opportunity for the local paper. A weak tea, 
lower case radical collection of well-inten- 
tioned, yet ultimately impotent individuals. 
Transition in its proper modus operandi howev- 
er, is the local community being reborn. Towns 
building in resilience, without recourse to fossil 


fuel energy and higher up political power struc- 
tures. Communities growing more of their own 
food, generating their own power and building 
their own houses with local materials they have 
to hand. People of an area coming together 
with common purpose to create a community 
of ecological sustainability. 


o, if we anarchists analyse the 
Transition structure and its ultimate 
goal, I believe that there is a solid 
grassroots groundswell, that when 
taken to its logical conclusion, sees people 
looking to run things for themselves. This is the 
foundation of anarchism and through persua- 
sive debate, more and more people can be 
influenced to see a world beyond capitalism. 
Maybe my blueprint for change here is far too 
sedentary for the ‘bash the rich’ types, but to 


reiterate Gwen Stanley, the climate change 
nightmare in front of us now is the scariest 
thing we humans have looked in the eye for | 
some time. This is not a protest against a hospi- | 
tal closure or a demo against US Imperialism in 
the Middle East, this is a battle against the 
extinction of life on earth and defeat is not an 
option. So suss out your local Transition group, 
they’re springing up everywhere. Maybe the 
meeting will consist of the usual suspects, but 
in my experience more and more rank and file 
people are being drawn to it, who know that, 
consciously or subconsciously, real change is 
not going to come from above but is in their 
hands. However, should one of the co-ordina- 
tors get out a ball of string and attempt to give 
you a badge with a species of tree written on it, 
try not to run out of the building screaming, 

eh? 


Transition Towns 


There is a growing movement in 
the UK of Transition Towns. The 
initiative started in Totnes, where 
the local population of the area 
focused on positive solutions to 
peak oil and climate change. 
Transition Towns are aiming for a 
permanent change from fossil fuel 


Its the boiling point and the heat is on 


And pretty soon it'll all be gone... 


There are just two words that will decide: 


Carbon Dioxide 


- David Rovics 


dependency to an economy that can be run by renewable energy sources with a coherent 
and planned descent. This undertaking will mean that it is essential to simplify and localise 
the economy, especially within regards to food and transport. Transition hopes to replace 
the current system of putting goods in plastic (oil derived) packaging and then moving 
them long distances in lorries, finally to be displayed in supermarkets with their intense 
lighting and open freezers, creating high energy consumption. Therefore a move back to 
local markets for basic produce is far more sustainable. Public transport will also have to 
be greatly improved and a shift to cycling will have many benefits for both personal health 
and the improvement in air quality. By rebuilding our communities everyone will realise 
that we all hold a stake in the place we live and the social aspects will improve immensely. 
www.transitiontowns.org 
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have to be run and they have to be cooled, 
as they store and transmit data, because if 
there is a glitch, a hiccup, a power failure, 
the arteries to the computers that run our 
world stop. 


Thirty Days 


THAT’S HOW LONG the generators will 
run for in the event of power failure. 


Hidden under ground, in cold war 
bunkers, built to withstand a nuclear war, 
sit the heart of our computer age. When 
they blink, it means shut down. 


All that computer info has to be stored 
somewhere. It’s a myth to think it just 
floats around in cyber space. Cyber space 
is a place and it’s guarded by barbed wire 
and security guards at hidden data centres 
across the country. 


Web pages, credit card info, government 
records, business databases, they are all 
backed up here on server after server 
stacked up in racks, humming gently. 


And the hum costs. Close to three percent 
of the electricity used in the country is 
used here, and it’s rising, it’s doubled in 
the last five years. The ranks of machines 


All that computer info has to be stored somewhere. It’s 


Five Years 


Thirty years ago there was a mission to 
Mars, today twenty percent of that data 
collected has decayed. Thirty years ago 
satellite photos were taken of the Amazon 
rainforest, the data exists but the hardware 
to view it does not. Medical records 
recently moved to new systems were out 
by eight digits. The data from the 1986 
BBC Domesday Project (to match the 900 
year old Domesday Book) had to be res- 
cued after less than twenty years. Some of 


a myth to think it just floats around in cyber space, 
everything is backed up on server after server stacked 


up in racks, humming gently 


my old tapes play both sides at once and 
I’ve got some old floppy discs I can’t read 
anymore. Disaster is round the corner. 


Data is getting lost, dribbling away, all 
around us. Electronically stored informa- 
tion is magnetised, subject to humidity, 
oxidises, decays. Hardware and software 
moves on, making old storage systems 
useless. Information moved from one 
medium to another is corrupted and areas 
are lost (try opening a Word file as a 
Power Point, or, worse, a GIF file in 
Word). 


Thirty years ago Ziggy Stardust and the 
Spiders from Mars told us we had ‘five 
years, that’s all we’ve got’. 


Robert Stein, founder of one CDROM 
company agrees. Although CDRs can 
potentially last fifty years, he does not 
expect their CDRs to last more than five. 
And, from the senior scientist at RAND 
(the main US quasi military think tank): 
‘Digital information lasts for ever, or five 
years whichever comes first.’ It seems the 
Spiders from Mars were right. HARRY K 


. W. : http://www.carpsplace.com/spire/Hansi. pc pdf "1970's Christian morality comic "Hansi - The Girl Who Loved The : 
Time aster Swastika". Don't worry, Hansi learns to love America and Jesus instead. > 
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10. Rambo (2008) 


SYLVESTER STALLONE HAS managed to 
make the most violent, most exploitative and 
most unintentionally funny films in years. It 
is hard to believe that a film like this can be 
made in this day and age in all seriousness, 
without a touch of irony (I looked hard but 
found none). The film starts off with some 
mondo style footage of butchered bodies in 
mass graves, which is lovely, and for a film 
that is clearly making weighty political points 
this is perfectly acceptable. Judging by the 
numerous occasions where John Rambo is 
looking pensive, contemplating the issues of 
the day, the film IS obviously trying to make 
some kind of point, I’m just not sure what it 
is. It does seem to be saying that liberals pro- 
viding aid is naive and that guns would be 
much better, beyond that I’m clueless. I think 
it also might be illustrating how rubbish 
women are, as during the epic massacre at the 
end, the camera keeps panning to the 
moomin faced liberal woman - oh how her 
dreams have been shattered! Casting Danny 
Dyer’s dad as one of the mercenaries was 
genius. 


Film Rating: *#*&® 
Offensive Rating: ** 


Further Viewing: Macho thrills need not end 
here, check out Delta Force, Missing in 
Action and Jungle Heat. 


9. Bully (2001) 


LARRY CLARK’S FILMS are controversial 
for their frank portrait of American teenagers 
partaking in casual sex and drug use. Clark’s 
debut Kids was controversial but easily 
defended on artistic grounds. What makes 
Bully so uncomfortable to watch is its gratu- 
itous use of the subject matter. The teenagers 
spend a good proportion of the film disrobed, 
mostly unconnected to the film’s narrative. It 
is shot in a voyeuristic lecherous fashion, one 
scene with a girl getting a pedicure shows a 
close up of her crotch giving us an eyeful of 
her pubic hair. Given the fact that 


8.1 Spit On Your Grave (1978) 


THIS FILM BY Meir Zarchi is both reviled and revered. Some claim it is a feminist film 
about revenge, however they are seriously clutching at straws, because despite what some 
say, this is nothing more than a particularly unpleasant exploitation picture. Following an 
unbelievably long rape sequence, violated Jennifer (Camille Keaton - Buster Keaton’s 
grand-niece) seeks revenge on her attackers. Incredibly she does this by tracking each of 
them down and seducing them before killing them off. So basically, most of the first half 
of the film shows us her horrific rape and the second half shows titillating sex scenes 
which are supposedly justified by her revenge. Zarchi went onto make Don ‘t Mess With 
My Sister, which by all accounts is really, really shit. 


Film Rating: **® 
Offensive Rating: *##® 


Further Viewing: Baise Moi juxtaposed a brutal rape scene alongside hardcore sex 
scenes in a similarly inappropriate fashion. 


Larry Clark is in his 60s and the vast majority 
of his professional output as a photographer 
and film maker show a predilection for 
teenagers, only adds to the unease. Larry 
Clark, dirty old nonce or misunderstood doc- 
umenter of teenage life - you decide? 


people are so cartoonishly portrayed 
that pretty much everyone is going 
to be offended by this. The middle 
class couple that holiday in Eden Lake are 
nauseatingly ‘nice’, naive and cowardly. The 
working class kids are portrayed as dangerous 
thugs. In fact pretty much every working 
class person in the film is thick, coarse, vio- 
lent and devoid of a moral compass. 


Film Rating: *#* 
Offensive Rating: *® 


Further Viewing: Other films with teens gone 
wild are Thirteen, Mean Creek and Spun. 


Film Rating: *#*® 
Offensive Rating: ** | 


Further Viewing: The Texas Chainsaw 
Massacre and Wrong Turn cement the notion 
that you just can’t trust the rural working 
class. 


7. Me, Myself & Irene 
(2000) 


WHEN THIS FILM came out there was an 
avalanche of outrage from mental health 
groups, and rightly so. The film’s makers, the 
Farrally Brothers, perpetuate the common 
misconception that schizophrenia is a condi- 
tion involving multiple personalities. This 
could perhaps be written off as ignorance but 
portraying mentally ill people as inherently 
violent and obscene is inexcusable. Many of 
the promotional gimmicks used by 20th 
Century Fox just added insult to injury with 
taglines such as “from gentle to mental” and 
T-shirt tie-ins (“I’m schizophrenic: so am I’). 
Strangely, despite the Farrelly Brothers’ repu- 
tation for shocking gross out humour, Me, 
Myself & Irene is something of an anomaly, 
as many of their other films depict disabled 
people in a sensitive non-patronising manner. 


5. Madagascar (2005) 


ZOOS ARE TYPICALLY places where we 
can pay to see bored unhappy animals pacing 
up and down in cages waiting for their next 


Film Rating: ** 
Offensive Rating: #® 


Further Viewing: Other films that reinforce a 
negative stereotype of mental health are 
White Noise and Spider-Man. 


6. Eden Lake (2008) 


PRETTY EFFECTIVE HORROR film that 
could have done without the social commen- 
tary. Both middle class and working class 


ane 


meal. Not so In Madagascar. No, the ani- 
mals love their enclosures. Some of the ben- 
efits include heated beds, pampering by zoo 
staff, gourmet meals, parties with their 
friends, etc. Due to the actions of a band of 
subversive penguins, the animals find them- 
selves in “the wild” of Madagascar. A horri- 
ble place with no humans to look after them. 
Rude lemurs don’t help matters much. Thank 
God they find a way to get back to the com- 
fort and safety of their zoo. 


Film Rating: **##® 
Offensive Rating: * 


Further Viewing: The tiger in Dr Dolittle 
loves being in the circus. Most offensive of 
all though, Eddie Murphy is in it. 


ia. oS 


. The Birth Of A Nation (1915) 


2. Guinea Pig 2: Flower 
Of Flesh & Blood (1985) 


A CREEPY GUY in a samurai suit (offensive 
to samurai?) kidnaps, ties to a bed, drugs and 
slowly dismembers a woman. That’s it, that’s 
the entire film. This is definitely one of the 
more unsettling entries in our list. Gratuitous 
and relentless, with exceptional special effects 
for the day, this is a tough film to watch. 
Charlie Sheen famously reported the film to 
the FBI, believing it to be a genuine snuff 


film. There was further controversy after 
Japanese serial killer, Tsutomu Miyazaki sup- 
posedly re-enacted aspects of the film as part 
of his crimes. 


Film Rating: *#* 
Offensive Rating: *##&#* 


Further Viewing: Once you’ve exhausted the 
other six Guinea Pig films, you 

may want to check out the August 
Underground series. 
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L. Ilsa She Wolf Of The SS (1974) 


ILSA SHE WOLF Of The SS, the most famous entry in the Nazisploitation genre, is an utterly irre- 
deemable film on every level. A film that allocates much of it’s running time to salacious scenes of 
naked young women being tortured by SS officers in a prison camp setting, has to be cinema’s most 
shameful hour. Outrageously there is also a pseudo feminist storyline that Ilsa is trying to prove that 
women are just as tough as men. That the film is “dedicated with the hope that these heinous crimes 
will never occur again” makes the film even more crass and offensive. The film was a big hit on 
the grindhouse film circuit and spawned three milder sequels and many, mostly Italian, rip-offs 
(although 1968’s Love Camp 7 has the dubious honour of being the first sadistic Nazisploitation 
flick). Although an exploitation classic, J/sa She Wolf Of The SS is in the worst possible taste and if 
you watch it you will feel dirty and squirm with your own self-loathing. 


Film Rating: ®*®#®&® 
Offensive Rating: ®#®&#® 


Further Viewing: If you can’t help yourself, there are some twenty odd similar films, including 
SS Hell Camp, The Gestapo'’s Last Orgy and SS Experiment Camp. 


Crest Prize: SECOND PRI: 
‘hiomrsancemn A SUED COPY OF szsetasccor — GUINEA PIG 2: 
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\ CANAYBAL HOLOCAUST = 2ro  PLOWER OF FLESH 
& BL00D 


To celebrate the Halloween DVD 


f lk . a releases of The Beyond and Pieces in 
/ r. deluxe editions, we’ve teamed up with We have three copies of Guinea Pig 2: 
Grindhouse Releasing to offer you the Flower Of Flesh & Blood to give 
f chance to win the 25th Anniversary away, courtesy of HK Flix, the Asian 
Collector’s Limited Edition of DVD specialists. As well as the film, 
yj Warning Cannibal Holocaust, signed by actors the DVD also includes the Making Of 
<a ae Robert Kerman and Carl Gabriel Guinea Pig, a behind the scenes look 
THE MOST CONTROVERSIAL MOVIE eae Yorke. You will need a region | com- j WME & 4 at how the grisley special effects for Mg 


patible DVD player to play this DVD. AI? ONUIRIE FEATURE 22 _ the series were achieved. 


e For your chance to win, tell us which 1999 box office hit is widely claimed to have been influenced by Cannibal 
a Holocaust. Text ‘Film Comp’, followed by your answer and name and address to: 07528 655941. 


GRIN 
DHOUSE RELEASING 


r = re EF : | The Beyond and Pieces RELEASING. 

: are released on 28th Hage ite F 
October. Both classics 
of the horror genre, the eee 
highest standards of www.grindhousereleasing.com 
excellence have been — 
applied to the produc- 
tion, making these the 
definitive versions 
available on DVD. 
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www.hkflix.com 


Interview 


Gary Glitter 


Harry K tracked down Gary Glitter to his hideout for this exclusive interview 


Why are you giving your first interview to Now or 
Never!? 
I heard you print anything. 


Very true, and what do you want to tell us? 
It’s not just you; I want to tell the world. 


Fire away. 

After I was dragged back to the UK by this illiberal government, I 
was lying alone and abandoned in a dark room, haunted by my 
former glories. 


That must have been scary. 
Yes, | was wondering, where had it all gone wrong? 


And that is when you first saw the Queen Mother? 
Yes, she came to me in my hour of need and said she was my 
guardian angel, can you believe that, the Queen Mum, my own per- 
sonal angel? 


And she has been with you ever since? 
At first it was just a fleeting visit. I had to make contact later through 
voodoo: spitting gin and such like. 


But now you are inseparable? 
Yes, now she is often at my shoulder, we go everywhere together. 


On adventures? 
Yes, and doing good works. I’m a changed man. 


So what is the new Gary up to? 

With the Queen Mum as my guide, I am giving money and sweeties 
to poor children. And when my ridiculous travel ban is up we can 
tour the world spreading Glitter goodness. 


Gary Glitter was not paid for this interview. 


drian Ramsay 


The Cappuccino Years 


Friday Sth September 


Yes, yes and thrice yes! I am the deputy leader 
of the Green Party. Stuff that in your pipe and 
smoke it Councillor Rupert Read. Of course I 
should really be the leader of the whole party 
but I guess for the moment I’ll just have to take 
baby steps. Given time however, Caroline 
Lucas will feel the mighty sole of my vegetari- 
an shoes crushing her throat as she gasps her 
last breath. Then I’ll be Green leader, yay! 


Saturday eth September 


Despite being allowed to, most homeless peo- 
ple do not bother voting. I intend to challenge 
this convention by setting up a homeless parlia- 
ment. Obviously it won’t be a real parliament, 
that would be deranged. It could be a place 
(built from cardboard — both apt and environ- 
mentally friendly) where homeless fellows and 
ladies could convene and discuss the issues that 
matter to them. It would show homeless people 
how our democracy works and may encourage 
them to vote. There could be an opening cere- 
mony with free cooking sherry and vege 
sausage rolls. The homeless people could deco- 
rate their parliament with crayons and glitter. 
Perhaps Swampy could cut the ribbon at the 
ceremony? A jolly time would be had by all! 


Sunday 7th September 


My goodness. I went on the internet today and 
was shocked (quite pleasantly) at how many 
naked ladies there are. Why do these women 
take their clothes off? I’m not complaining, 
some of them are quite beautiful. What a 
strange place planet Earth is. It’s actually a real 
shame that we will have to destroy the internet 


when we take power. Wonder if we will have 
to be rulers of the world to destroy the internet, 
or maybe just Europe. 


Monday Sth September 


Bob fucking Gledhill, not only does the man 
have the ruddy complexion of a racist, he also 
insists on wearing those ridiculous glasses. The 
man is a true idiot, he makes Rupert seem quite 
classy. Tosser. 


Tuesday 9th September 


Chairman Mao died on this day 22years ago. A 
milestone most of the media seem to have 
missed (I suspect deliberately). He may have 
been responsible for tens of millions of deaths 
but he’Il always be my favourite cheeky 
Chinaman. Wonder how history will judge my 
Green Leap Forward. 


Dogs should wear shoes. They’d look really 
cute and it’d help protect their little doggy 
paws. Cats should be executed at birth, horri- 
ble spiteful creatures, ghastly. 


Wednesday Loth September 


You say potato (pronounced Po-tay-to), I say 
potato (pronounced Po-tar-to), Rupert Read eats 
them raw apparently. What a fool. Hope he 
gets tummy ache. 


Thursday 11th September 


Went to Cinema City to see ‘The Wackness’. 
What the hell was that about? Quite liked Ben 
Kinsley in ‘Ghandi’ (great sandals) but I think 
we have discovered the nadir of the man’s 
career. Drugs, graffiti, sex and rap music are 
not a good mix. Never. 


September 11th, despite marking the loss of 
several air polluting aeroplanes, is actually a 
pretty sad day; people dying in these numbers 
cannot be justified on this occasion. 


(narehy (Aunt 


OH NO - ANAL SEX! 


Dear HJ, 

My husband keeps pestering me for anal 
sex. I find the idea terrifying — I used a 
suppository last year and that hurt. I 
really don t want my husband to insert 
his penis into my anus. I really love my 
husband, and would love to please him, 
but really dont want to do this. Please 
help. 


Sandra, 
Newmarket 


Dear Sandra, 

How are you? I imagine you are an 
older lady. If you have time to be writ- 
ing letters about your up-tight ways, I 
would imagine that you are an older 
housewife. Do you send your husband 
out to bring home the bacon, while 
you sit at home grumbling and wishing 
you were still as attractive as one of 
the Carols (McGifin and Vooderman)? 
I think you should see this from his 
point of view. You are (I imagine) 
loose, wrinkled, and barren. Beneath 
the forest of wire wool you keep on 
your front bottom down there, lies a 
crumpled old sack that has all of the 
elasticity of a large box of jellyfish. 
And none of the moisture. What you 
need to bear in mind, that while you 
are at home, doing Sudoku and trying 
not to laugh for fear of letting out a bit 
of wee, your husband is out in the 
world. He is faced daily with hundreds 
of women that would love an eligible 
older man. Women who are at least as 
attractive as McGifin, if not 
Vooderman. Women, most importantly 
Sandra, that would take it in the rear 
until they prolapsed, given half the 
chance. So my advice to you, if you 
want to keep your man, is to bite that 
pillow and spread those doughy 
cheeks. If it gets too uncomfortable, 
don’t give up; just let him love you in 
the mouth for a while. If you do that, I 


With Hairy Jim 


think you will find that your relation- 
ship will suddenly have a new lease of 
life, and your husband will never stray. 
Don’t take my word for it though- the 
proof of the pudding is in the eating; 
the question is, Sandra, is that a pud- 
ding that you care to eat? It should be. 


Good luck and Godspeed, 
HJ 


OH NO - MURDER! 


Dear HJ, 

Is it ever acceptable to stab someone? 
What about if they killed all your family 
and pets? 


Tony, 
Halesworth 


Dear Tony, 
Only if you are black. 


Fondest thanks 
HJ 


If you haven't already got a problem you soon will have... 


OH NO - WADE WHIMSIES! 


Dear HJ, 
What's with Wade Whimsies? Aside from crested 
china they have to be the worst ornament ever. 
What do you think? Do you know of a less appeal- 
ing ceramic collectable? 


Tim, 
Manchester 


Tim, 

I must admit I had to Google these Wade 
Whimsies of yours, and even now I am not really 
any the wiser as to what they are. However, I am 
a fan of whimsy per se, and anything that turns 
whimsy into a concrete rather than abstract 
noun can only be great in my book. Since I have 
no idea what the specific whimsies to which you 
refer are, I have taken to labelling things I see 
day to day, and find whimsical, as whimsies. I 
hope to introduce this term into general parl- 
ance, and have written to Katie Price, aka 
Jordan to see if she will help my cause. Please 
see my letter below: 


Any letters Hairy Jim deems fit will be reward- 
ed with a home made glove puppet of Lucie 
Morris, Jasper Carrot or Victoria Wood. 


Wow ox Bevexk Reviews 


The Cunningham 


Amendment 
42p/£1/£2 


The 
CUNNINGHAM 
AMENDMENT 


THE CUNNINGHAM 
AMENDMENT claims to be a jour- 
nal of “ethical anarchism”, from 
the East Pennine Anarcrisps, what- 
ever that means. I just know that 
it’s very, very pretty. In my experi- 
ence, politicos tend to produce 
very dull and boring tomes or pages 
and pages of misery that create no 
desire in me to read beyond the 
cover, but TCA is a thing of beauty. 
Each issue is hand printed in a tra- 
ditional style and beautifully put 
together, you get the impression 
you should be supping a large 
brandy and smoking a pipe whilst 
reading it next to an open fire. I’m 
reliably informed that one of those 
involved in it wears a bow tie, 
which seems apt. I imagine they all 
wear tweed and have beards too, 
except the women, who I reckon 
wear petticoats and ride penny far- 
things or something. It’s mainly 
full of little observations and mus- 
ings; it’s funny and sad, and 
thought provoking, all in equal 
measure. The heavy politics are 
light on the ground and that’s no 
bad thing....come the revolution 
we’ll still need pretty things to 
make us smile and TCA definitely 
does that. This issue is full of too 
many weird and wonderful little 
titbits for me to describe, so do 
yourself a favour, get a copy and 
see for yourself. SCUMBALINA 
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Not on the Label 
What Really Goes into the Food on 


Your Plate 


by Felicity Lawrence 


Penguin £8.99 


WHAT REALLY GOES INTO 
THE FOOD ON YOUR PLATE 


NOT ON : 
THE LABEL 


his is a must read, damning criti- 

cism of food production, trans- 

portation, packaging and adulter- 

ation. Even if you’re clued up on 
the bad aspects of our current food system 
and the power of the supermarkets, you’!! 
find information in this book to make your 
hair stand on end. For easy reading it’s 
divided into chapters focusing on specific 
foods. Lawrence deals with the surrounding 
issues from the field to the plate and the 
wide-ranging effects of the system on some 
of the poorest people in society in a succinct 
and compelling way. 


She starts with an expose of chicken battery 
farming and adulteration of the meat with 
water and preservatives as she simultane- 
ously deals with pressures on suppliers and 
workers. She moves on to pre packaged 
salad and how it is robbed of all its nutrients 
while tackling the conditions appallingly 
paid migrant labourers live and work in. 
The next chapter explores how the food dis- 
tribution network works and its dependence 
on oil. Next is bread and how flour treat- 
ment agents allow water and air in and the 
way hydrogenated oil is used to hold it in 


and hold it up. Really terrifying is the fact 
that manufactures don’t have to list ‘pro- 
cessing aids’ as ingredients which means 
that GM enzymes can be used in food with- 
out your knowledge. The chapter on apples 
and bananas looks at how a few people 
make decisions for the majority and the 
power of the supermarkets. The information 
on coffee may not surprise anyone who is 
used to reading fair-trade literature but she 
also deals with prawn farming in develop- 
ing countries to highlight the power of the 
multinationals, the World Bank and the 
IMF. 


She finishes up with a look at the ready 
meal and the massive lists of ingredients 
hidden behind the carefully picked typogra- 
phy and glossy photos. This section focuses 
on the nutrient poor food that is sold to us, 
and how we’re increasingly convinced to 
buy it through advertising, packaging and 
the desirability of convenience. A brief 
mention of the legacy of Thatcherism ends 
the book as Lawrence mentions that a lot of 
this wouldn’t be possible without the relax- 
ation of food standards in the late 1970s. 


The big question she answers is how and 
why these decisions are made for us and 
how the people who make them get away 
with it. Although it’s a horrifying read and 
it will make you angry, she has an upbeat 
message, ending the book busting the myth 
that cheap food must be bad food. She tells 
us that although she has changed her shop- 
ping habits drastically she still spends about 
the same on food that she did before. 

Her solutions are unsurprisingly to use 
small local shops that source their food 
responsibly, food co-operatives, and sourc- 
ing direct from farmers. Her message is that 
ultimately the consumer has to use their 
power to force change and until the super- 
markets and governments make that change 
then we have to go out of our way to seek 
out reliable sources for ourselves. You can 
start now by putting that product back on 
the shelf with the list of ingredients that you 
don’t understand and signing up for an 
organic veg box scheme. And of course if 
you’ve got a garden, start growing some- 
thing! ANN ARCH 


Vive la Revolution 
A Stand-up History of the French 


Revolution 
by Mark Steel 


Scribner £10.99 


mark steel 


¥ 


AU 
‘Agreat read, 
Smart, comic non-fiction is clearly the future’ 


‘If the revolution was to be led by Mark Steel, 
it might not be such a bad idea’ 


ark Steel remembers sitting in 
front of the TV in the 1970’s, 
watching Blue Peter, with pre- 
senter Peter Purves taking the 
children on a trip back in time, telling them 
about the ‘beautiful’ queen of France, Marie 
Antoinette, who wore expensive clothes, had 
exquisite taste in jewellery and was ‘loved by 
the people of France’. But then the tone 
would change and a silhouette of a sinister 
figure on a horse would flash on the screen 
and the presenters would lower their heads 
and tell the audience about the wicked men 
who had grown jealous of the Royal family. 
There was something foul around the corner 
— something called a revolution. 


Mark Steel is a Trotskyist comedian, whose 
show The Mark Steel Lectures is one of the 
few programs on TV that hasn’t been scien- 
tifically proven to lower your IQ. His shows 
generally summarise the life of influential 
figures from history, including Thomas 
Paine, Charlie Chaplin, Karl Marx and 
Charles Darwin. In 2003, he published Vive 
la Revolution, in which he turned his atten- 
tion to the French Revolution. And while the 
author may have questionable politics, at 
least he has good taste in music; this book is 
dedicated to the memory of Joe Strummer 
and every chapter kicks off with a Clash 
lyric. When the first chapter of a book starts 


with a couple of lines from White Riot, you 
know it’s going to be good. 


The book’s 275 pages basically deliver a 
Marxist history of the French Revolution, 
which tries to dispel the myths of the ‘evil 
revolutionaries’ and reclaims the Revolution 
from the bourgeois historians who seem to 
think the Revolution was just a period in his- 
tory when a bunch of people went mad and 
started guillotining each other. Steel demon- 
strates how the war between classes was the 
central driving force behind the Revolution. 
But this is not another dense, almost unread- 
able textbook on the objective material con- 
ditions in the French society at the time; this 
is a book that only takes itself semi-seriously 
and as a result, is extremely easy to read. It is 
rare for a history book to be accurately 
described as a page-turner, but it’s safe to say 
that phrase fits this book perfectly. 


Steel, who appears to have drawn some influ- 
ence from the school of Marxist Humanism, 
keeps the history interesting by putting a 
human face on real historical events. This 
book is about people. The revolution that is 
presented in these pages is essentially a story 
of humans fighting to improve their lives. 
And their lives under the feudal system were 
utterly miserable. French society at that time 
was divided into roughly three sections: The 
First Estate — the Church, the Second Estate 
— The Royalty and Aristocracy, and finally 
the Third Estate — made up of everyone else. 
As you might imagine, the Third Estate was 
by the far the largest (about 96% of the pop- 
ulation). The Second Estate effectively had 
absolute power, with the King having the 
ability to pass any law he chose, while the 
average peasant had to work the fields all 
day, then at night they were forced to accept 
the duty of chasing away frogs, because the 
noise they made would often keep the nobles 
awake. 


Anyone who knows anything about the 
French working classes, knows that they 
have never really been inclined to blind, 
unquestioning obedience. It should come as 
no surprise that the response of the Third 
Estate was to rise up and make their voices 
heard. But at first, there was no genuine 
belief that it would be possible, or even 
desirable to overthrow the King; initially, the 


representatives of the Third Estate wanted to 
compromise with the King, hoping to find a 
way for the aristocracy and the emerging 
bourgeois and proletarian classes to work 
together. 


Viva la Revolution charts the way that ten- 
sions between the King and the Third Estate 
proved irreconcilable, how the King had to 
go, how France was thrown into an exciting 
period of idealism and political radicalism, as 
the people participating in the Revolution 
truly did try to create a new society based on 
the principles of liberty, equality and fraterni- 
ty, and how the revolution eventually 
descended into the Terror. 


The French working classes 
have never really been 
inclined to blind, unques- 
tioning obedience 


What began as an attempt to create a free and 
equal society fell on the slippery slope to dic- 
tatorship, in this case: Bonapartism. France 
became a land where those with money had 
power, but lost the radicalism that had been 
the driving force for the Revolution in the 
first place. The Revolution continued, but as 
a different kind of revolution, a soulless rev- 
olution, a revolution for the rich bourgeois 
and no one else. This new revolution wanted 
to build a society free from the hegemony of 
Ancien Régime, but without the ideals that 
had been central to the old revolution. 


But despite the fact the tragic ending, there is 
a streak of optimism running through this 
book. If this book carries a specific message, 
it is that ordinary people can make a differ- 
ence, even those from the lowest rungs of 
society. It is not enough to wait for some- 
body else to sort your problems out for you, 
you have to stand up and change things your- 
self. For Steel, history is not the story of a 
few great men, but of ordinary men and 
women doing extraordinary things. Although 
this book speaks primarily of events that took 
place over two hundred years in the past, it 
also offers hope for the future. In the words 
of Camille Desmoulins: ‘The great are only 
great because we are on our knees. Let us 
rise.” YOUTH SECTION 
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Rebel, Rebel 


by Bibi van der Zee 
Guardian Books £14.99 


Bibi van der Zee 


Rebel, 
Rebel 


The protestor’s handbook 


REBEL, REBEL IS a “protester’s 
handbook” and covers subjects such 
as how to fundraise for a campaign, 
direct action, demonstrations and 
lobbying parliament, alongside per- 
sonal stories from activists on the 
motivation behind their campaigns 
and struggles. It makes for easy and 
enjoyable reading, and does go quite 
in-depth in the topics it covers - for 
example, in the chapter on how to 
organise a campaign, van der Zee 
not only explains the difficulties that 
can arise during meetings, she also 
covers issues such as the use of a 
facilitator, the pros and cons of con- 
sensus decision making and the 
importance of a tea and biscuit 
break. For anyone who’s been 
involved in campaigning for more 
than 5 minutes it’s nothing new, and 
it’s not exactly radical - you’re not 
going to find a recipe for thermite, 
but if your previous political 
involvement extends to buying fair 
trade coffee from Oxfam and read- 
ing The Guardian, then it’s probably 
a good starting point for getting 
inspired and active. SCUMBALINA 
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Tomorrow Will Be Better 
Surviving Nazi Germany 


by Walter Meyer 


University of Missouri Press £16.65 


© SURVIVING NAZI-GERMANY 


Walter Meyer 


espite this book’s title and unimag- 
inative cover art giving the 
impression of a pseudo-psychiatric 
self-help book, trying to con 
unsuspecting sufferers out of their money, it 
is actually a first hand account of life under 
the reign of Adolph Hitler by Walter Meyer, 
who was a teenager during the Second World 
War. 


I bought this book because the description I 
read made it seem as though it was mostly 
about the Edelweiss Pirates, the infamous 
German youth subculture that stood up to the 
Nazis while all the adults went along with 
the flow, ‘only following orders’. I was 
slightly disappointed to find that barely a 
page is dedicated to Walter Meyer’s activities 
with the local Diisseldorf chapter of the 
Pirates, but the book proved to be a very 
interesting read regardless. 


First of all, there seems to be very little infor- 
mation about the Edelweiss Pirates out there, 
so even a page detailing their activities is a 
welcome addition. Some chapters of the 
Edelweiss Pirates became serious Nazi resis- 
tors, getting their hands on weapons and 
shooting SS officials, or helping the allies. 
The Diisseldorf chapter was not so adventur- 
ous. As Meyer puts it: ‘We were never politi- 
cal, as good intentioned people would later 
claim; we just enjoyed throwing a wrench 


into the works to see what would happen’. 
According to the book, this chapter of the 
Pirates’ main activity was apparently putting 
condoms over the bicycles belonging to 
Hitler Youth members. 


But Walter Meyer’s childhood days of muck- 
ing about with his friends, leaving condoms 
on bikes were cut short one day, when during 
an air-raid, he was caught looting a pair of 
shoes, a crime which could theoretically have 
been punished by death. But the patriotic 
German authorities didn’t want to kill a good 
little Aryan boy whose only crime had been 
to take two shoes (two lefts nonetheless) so 
he was shipped off to prison. He spent his 
time in prison tirelessly plotting his escape, 
getting pretty close a couple of times, too. He 
was deemed unfit for prison and was trans- 
ferred to the Ravensbrueck concentration 
camp. There he spent his days doing arduous, 
back breaking manual labour, until one foggy 
day, he ran off into the mist and escaped. 


After escaping, he returned home in ill- 
health; he was expected to die, yet somehow 
made a full recovery. Once the war came to 
an end, he left the country and became a 
wanderer, a sort of German Jack Kerouac, 
roaming around Europe, entering new coun- 
tries via not-exactly-legal means, having 
encounters with young ladies and stowing 
away on boats to reach the promised land of 
America. 


This book is extremely well written, particu- 
larly when you consider that English is not 
the author’s first language (in fact, the writ- 
ing is often so good that I have a strong sus- 
picion it was ghosted). Its two hundred pages 
will just fly by; I got through the whole thing 
in under two days. 


In short, this is a very readable and fascinat- 
ing book. Despite all the terrible things he 
has been through, the author describes him- 
self as an optimist and never fails to maintain 
hope, even during one of the darkest periods 
in recent human history. Even the most dev- 
astating excesses of totalitarian fascism could 
not crush the human spirit. While I would 
have greatly appreciated it if the author had 
gone into more detail about his time as an 
Edelweiss Pirate, I found this book to be a 
very interesting first hand account of the 
Holocaust; it belongs on the shelf right next 
to Anne Frank’s Diary. YOUTH SECTION 


On Killing 


The Psychological Cost of Learning to 
Kill in War and Society 
by Lt. Col. Dave Grossman 


Little, Brown & Co £8.99 


The Psychological Cost of 
Leagming to Kill in 
ar and Society 


—~ 


%, 
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he world we inhabit is ruled by mis- 
anthropists. If they are not are literal 
rulers, then we can at least be sure 
that their ideology is the dominant 
set of ideas. The general opinion on the street 
seems to be that humans are bad; we can’t be 
trusted. If you pester a misanthropist enough 
you might get him to admit that there are 
maybe 100 or so ‘good’ people, although the 
rest of humanity is just a mass of six billion 
degenerate, idiotic, sociopathic lunatics. Deep 
down, humans just want to kill each other, the 
misanthropist tells you. It might seem a fairly 
reasonable assumption at first. Look at wars; 
why would they exist if man isn’t inherently 
programmed to kill? 


Except that isn’t quite accurate. Humans are 
social animals; we thrive on cooperation. 
Regular readers of #ew 6% ever! might remem- 
ber an article I wrote a couple of issues back 
entitled The Non-Violent Soldier, referring to 
studies done in the Second World War, showing 
that only 15-20% of soldiers would actually fire 
their rifles at an enemy soldier. Of course, the 
powers that be couldn’t have young working 
class men marching off to war and not killing 
those pesky foreigners, so new psychological 
training methods, based on Pavlovian condi- 
tioning, were introduced to help turn the young 
soldier into a more efficient killer. By the time 
of the Vietnam War, the figure had risen to over 


90%. The article mainly drew from two 
sources: the first being the work of Brigadier 
General $.L.A. Marshall, the second being the 
work of a lesser known figure, Lt. Col. Dave 
Grossman. 


Lt. Col. Dave Grossman is a military psycholo- 
gist and former paratrooper; On Killing is his 
extensive study of what it means to take another 
human life. Drawing on the work of psycholo- 
gists who have gone before him and conducting 
first hand interviews with military veterans who 
have killed during combat, Grossman effective- 
ly presents us with an in-depth portrait of the 
mind of a soldier and the way the ability to kill 
has to be hammered into them during training. 
And the killer ‘instinct’ does need to be ham- 
mered in. Only a small number of human 
beings are prepared to willingly kill another 
without intense conditioning and training, 
unless they are under severe emotional distress. 


But despite the book’s somewhat positive out- 
look, it does not fall into the trap of being over- 
ly sentimental about human nature. It clearly 
acknowledges that there are some individuals 
who are willing to readily kill without any spe- 
cial training. Grossman also does not claim that 
it is not in human nature to fight; combat is 
something that is built into us, something that 
goes back to our primitive days. But in primi- 
tive human societies, the winner is not neces- 
sarily the side that has killed the most enemies, 
but the side that is better at posturing, intimidat- 
ing their enemies into submission. Grossman 
also notes that pilots during the Second World 
War felt almost no guilt at all for bombing 
innocent civilians; apparently, if you can’t see 
the faces of the people you’re killing, the mind 
doesn’t register it in the same way. These same 
pilots would do whatever they could to avoid 
shooting at enemy planes, because when you 
flew at straight towards another aircraft, you 
could explicitly see the person sitting inside. 


As an officer in the US military, Grossman is 
quite obviously no anarchist. His politics are 
never made explicit, although I did feel the 
book gives an impression of a sort of small 
town, naive conservatism. For example, the first 
line of the introduction is: ‘If you are a virgin 
preparing for your wedding night’. . . Your 
wedding night! It’s as if the author lives ina 
quaint little 1950s style, conservative theme- 
park world that only exists in the minds of con- 
servative, Christian reactionaries. With this in 
mind, there were one or two things I couldn’t 
help disagreeing with. For instance, his insis- 


tence that teenage gun crime is enabled because 
violent computers games fill the same function 
as the military training programmes that desen- 
sitise the brain to the act of killing seems a little 
naive and simplistic to me. But then he’s an 
expert on military psychology and I’m not, so 
what do I know about it? 


During the Second World 
War, only 15-20% of sol- 
diers would actually fire 
their rifles at an enemy sol- 
dier 


This book contains a lot of genuinely interesting 
information. Let me just say that I am usually 
not in the least bit interested in war. This is to 
say that I find nothing more tedious than the 
decrees of generals and the movement of pla- 
toons and so forth, but I found this book fasci- 
nating. It takes you down to the micro level of 
warfare, focusing on what’s going through the 
mind of the individual soldier. Grossman high- 
lights the truth and dispels the myths of modern 
warfare. If you are at all interested in what 
drives a human being to take the life of another, 
then you should read this book. It is very clearly 
written; Grossman is obviously a writer of 
immense talent and the book never seems too 
heavy or unreadable. Often I would sit down to 
read a chapter and find myself cruising through 
an entire section. This is not the kind of unintel- 
ligible, academic gibberish you would expect to 
find in the pages of a psychology textbook. 


I will make one short negative comment and 
say that it would have been nice if Grossman 
had taken us further back in history than the 
American Civil War, but I suppose this can be 
forgiven, seeing as psychology is a relatively 
recent school of thought and I doubt many peo- 
ple thought to take notes on the mental state of 
the individual soldier during many medieval 
battles. 


On Killing is unquestionably a must-read for 
anybody with an interest in military matters, 
anybody with an interest in psychology, or even 
anybody who just wants to better understand the 
human race. This is a book that challenges our 
most basic assumptions about combat and 


forces us to rethink the way we look at our 
species. YOUTH SECTION 
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Book Of Exodus 


= 


THIS IS THE sequel to Genesis. You may 
have seen some of it on the Discovery 
Channel. 


God has been away somewhere for a bit 
and turns up again in this story. It’s a lot 
more straightforward than the first book. 
It’s the story of how God and two broth- 
ers, Moses and Aaron, take over a group 
called the Israelites. 


God bullies Moses into getting the 
Israelites to rob the Egyptians, gives him a 
magic wand and teaches him some simple 
conjuring tricks to fool them with, then, 
out of nowhere, God tries to kill Moses. 
Later, God makes the Egyptian king refuse 
to let the Israelites leave, and then, 
because the king does exactly what God 
wants, God kills a lot of children, prison- 
ers and slaves. God reminds me a bit of 
Begbie from Trainspotting. It is even 
funny on occasions: ‘I’m not easily 
angered’ says God at one point, making 
me laugh out loud. 


The book I’ve got has a map in it and 
Moses seems to go in completely the 
wrong direction to where he wants to end 
up, just so he can visit a mountain. 


It then starts to get quite clever, suggesting 
that maybe God is actually Moses or made 
up by him, for instance no one apart from 
Moses ever sees God. 


There seems to be a bit of a power strug- 
gle between Moses and Aaron, (possibly 
over an extortion racket) which Moses 
wins, before they get their family to kill a 
lot of their old friends to prove a point. 
Moses makes up a lot of rules, destroys 
them in a fit of anger, then makes up some 
more before splattering an altar and those 
left with buckets of blood. Bits like that 
make the book quite horrifyingly com- 
pelling but the end of the book is a bit 
dull, as it is just the rules and a long 
description of how to put up a big tent, 
twice. HARRY K 


Salvador Puig Antich and the 
MIL/Rebellious Spirit 


Kate Sharpley Library £3 each 


have a love hate relationship with the just getting on with what needed doing was 
Kate Sharpley Library. On the plus their ideology; they robbed banks purely to 
side: I love the drive to bring out ‘the fund strikes, they stole printing equipment to 
history in their own words’ of the print propaganda and they tried to set up a 
often unknown people involved in the anar- library. When the cops caught up with the 
chist world. I like the fact they bring out MIL, the inspector was shot dead, so fascist 
small booklets so you don’t have to wade dictator Franco had MIL member Salvador 
through a massive book. The documents and Puig executed. The problem was I had to 
written memories wrapped up in a small read the whole booklet twice to understand 
booklet can open a window on whole areas what was going on. 
and history I never knew about. They also 
do an excellent, succinct, summary of what In a way Kate Sharpley are slaves to the 
anarchy is at the front of each book. documents at hand, for instance, although 
the MIL pamphlet was tantalising, but a 
On the downside I don’t know how often I’d struggle to read, another random pamphlet of 
normally pick one up. The covers can be translated documents, this time about end of 


quite daunting, and 
ninety five percent 
of them seem to be 
about Spanish or 
Italian anarchists. 
This is not a prob- | 
lem in itself but 
just makes it so 
hard to read or 

even pick up in 
the first place. 

For instance the 
title: Salvador 

Puig Antich and 
the MIL aoe Tie ee 
(Movimento Iberico de Sues: pty 
Liberacion), on a plain red cover, would not eee 


war Italy: Rebellious Spirit, is a much easier 
read. It starts with people dodging the draft 
in large numbers and actively fighting 
against being signed 
Rebellious Spirit _ UP It follows the 
cep and he Ragust Ans-Dra REVO TT fortunes of Maria 
Occhipinti, the 
woman who started 
a local rebellion. It 
dips back into 
local pre war anti 
fascist, anti 
Mussolini, anar- 
chist action and 
. finishes up with 
0 another local 


Italian anarchist 


have me leaping to buy it. Also you would Franco Leggio. 
not want to try and read these book without 
knowing a fair bit of background first as Brought into anarchist circles through pam- 
they often jump straight in on some anar- phlets about Spain, (hey, it does work!) 
chist minutiae without any historical context; Franco was a constant anarchist, organising 
the first thing I find out about the MIL was strikes, in and out of courts and jail, working 
that they definitely existed because they had against Italian and Spanish fascists and 
a rubber stamp, this did make me laugh but inspiring youngsters in the sixties. The book- 
I’m not sure it was intentional. let is excellent and I finally found the intro- 
duction and the contents, Kate Sharpley puts 
There is not even an introduction or contents them on the back. One down point: the cover 
list for the documents inside. Just letting the is still crap. 
documents speak for themselves also means, 
if you flick through you get passages like I’m glad Kate Sharpley exists and as a his- 
this: ‘the command of Inspector Santiago torical document collection they are invalu- 
Bocigas Vallejo and three more officers, able, but having tried to sell their pamphlets 
Enrique Munoz Martin, Timoteo fernandez on stalls to people who are not anarchist 
Santorum and Francisco Rodriguez Alvarez; anoraks it would be nice if the covers and 
also along were Franci...’ I can’t go on, so the titles were more appealing, the contents 
many long names. It reminds me of the and the introduction were at the front and 
worst train spotting aspects of anarchists they maybe even had a short background 
But then this is history, and despite feeling summary. Despite this, if you come across 
like I was wading through treacle in this Kate Sharpley booklets and can get past the 
booklet, I did learn stuff. I learnt I quite look you might find a hidden gem inside. 
liked the MIL: their only conference was to HARRY K 


dissolve the group; they were anti ideology, 


A Trail of Burnt Paper 


The Dunwich Papers 


by Paul knight 


Forbidden Books £TBC 


TRAIL 


OF BURNT PAPER 


y first reaction upon discover- 
ing that Paul Knight had writ- 
ten a novel was one of intense 
jealously; it just wasn’t fair 
that someone I actually knew had been able 
to finish a novel whereas all my attempts 
were sitting lifelessly on my hard drive, 
with plots that were refusing to go any- 
where and characters that were refusing to 
develop. After wasting countless hours star- 
ing at a blank screen, typing and then delet- 
ing the same sentence over and over again, 
I had come to the conclusion that actually 
finishing a novel was impossible, without 
the aid of magical powers. Did Paul Knight 
posses these things? I suppose I had to read 
his novel to find out. 


The opening pages contain a fictional ‘pub- 
lisher’s note’ explaining the format of the 
novel, stating that the majority of the text 
has been pieced together from fragments of 
diary entries and extracts from the main 
character’s Doctorate dissertation. My spir- 
its sank as I convinced myself that I would 
be forced to spend hours sifting through an 
unreadable piece of pretentious literary 
masturbation. Fortunately, I was mistaken. 
A Trail of Burnt Paper (or The Dunwich 
Papers) is not a conventional novel. It is 
not written in a simple, straight forward 
manner, but don’t let this fool you into 


thinking it will be difficult to read. 


The plot focuses on Phillip Bishop, who 
travels from Norwich to Bedford after he 
inherits the house of one Thomas 
Gloucester, his former boyfriend who has 
recently died under mysterious circum- 
stances. The bulk of the novel is made up 
from pages of Phillip’s diary, but there are 
several sections which jump back and forth 
through time, telling seemingly isolated 
stories from various points in history. At 
first I wasn’t sure what to make of it; on 
the one hand, you have a man lamenting 
over the memory of the one he loves, doing 
little more than wandering around an empty 
house and visiting art galleries, while the 
other chapters of the book just show brief 
glimpses into the lives of apparently unre- 
lated figures from history. But after a while, 
strange things start to happen and Phillip 
gradually realises that Tom has left him a 
little more than just a house. 


The author never really spells out what is 
going on. He hints. He suggests, sometimes 
quite strongly, but the wider picture, not to 
mention the degree to which the events 
depicted are grounded in reality, is left to 
the mind of the reader. And | think the 
book is stronger for it. If certain things 
were delved into in more detail, the general 
eerie atmosphere would have been lost. But 
he does offer some idea, pointing us 
towards various elements of Judeo- 
Christian mythology, namely the celestial 
beings of angels and their more sinister off- 
spring, the Nephilim. 


Regular readers of Wow 6¥ fever! will 
already be aware that Paul Knight is a 
writer of considerable talent and A Trail of 
Burnt Paper is a good outlet for him to 
showcase his writing abilities; the prose is 
beautifully crafted, while the dialogue is 
always fresh and believable, although 
sparse in places. The writing allows the 
book to be incredibly readable and even the 
portions written as extracts from a 
Doctorate dissertation should not prove to 
be a major stumbling block, even to an 
inexperienced reader. I did notice the odd 
grammatical error here and there but these 
were always small and never detracted 
from the text, and keep in mind that the 
version I read was not the final published 


edit, so maybe these slight mistakes have 
been removed from the finalised version. 


And as for the periods of history, Knight 
seems to have an impressive knowledge of 
practically the entire last two thousand 
years of human existence, or at the very 
least, he’s very good at presenting selected 
facts in a way that creates the illusion of 
being knowledgeable about history. I know 
next to nothing about most of the periods 
and characters he writes about, so he could 
have made it all up for all I know, but a 
quick glance at a few Wikipedia pages 
demonstrates that at least some of the 
things he includes are accurate. As the book 
presses on, the seemingly disparate threads 
set in the past become woven together with 
the present day misadventures of Phillip 
Bishop. Even the Suffolk town of Dunwich, 
from which the book takes its name, is 
stirred into the mix (for those of you not 
familiar with Dunwich, it was once a thriv- 
ing seaport that became buried under the 
ocean — sort of like East Anglia’s answer to 
Atlantis). 


Paul Knight is a writer of 
considerable talent and A 
Trail of Burnt Paper is a 
good outlet for him to 
showcase his writing abili- 
ties 


But despite the well constructed plot and 
the poetic writing, The Dunwich Papers left 
me feeling slightly underwhelmed. I think a 
large part of this was because the general 
tone of the novel and the numerous refer- 
ences to Lovecraft demonstrate an obvious 
horror influence, and horror is a genre I 
have little interest in, not to mention a 
genre I have never fully understood. This is 
not to say that the novel is bad — on the 
contrary, there were several parts that I 
enjoyed - I just got the impression that I 
was not among the target audience. I am 
sure somebody more enthusiastic about hor- 
ror fiction will get more out of this novel. 
But whatever my personal feelings, the 
Dunwich Papers is finely written début 
novel which allows Paul Knight’s natural 
talents to shine through, marking him out as 
a writer to be watched. YOUTH SECTION 
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